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FOREWORD 


The reader of this booklet is not expected 
to agn'e with everything in it. The rhYInes 
express only the irnpressions made on the 
writer at the time by the varied incidents and 
conditions arising out of the great war, and 
some of them did not apply when circum- 
s t3.nces c hang-ed. 
They ha
e been printed as written, how- 
ever, and. if they serve no other purpose, t11a)' 
at least help us to recall some things that too 
soon have nearly passed out of our minds. 
The outbreak of hostilities, the inva
ion 
of Belgium, the Old Land in it and the rush 
of the British born to enlist, the early indif- 
ference of the majority of Canadians, the un- 
employment and distress of the winter (Jf 
1914-15, the heartlessness of Germany, Canada 
stirred by the valor of her first battalions, re- 
cruiting general throughout the country, the 

lackn('
s of the United States, financial and 
political profiteering in all countries, sn1aller 
European nations playing for positic.n, Italy 
joining the Allies, the debacle of Russia, the 
awful casualty lists, the ret-urn of di
abled 
soldiers. the ceaseless war work of our vVIJ- 
n1en, the United States at last declaring waf 
on Germany, the final line up and defeat of 
the Hun, and the horror and apparent use- 
les
ness of it all; SOlne reflection of all the
( 
n1av be found by the reader in the
e simple 
rhymes, 




[] 


[] 


MODERN DIPLOMACY, OR HOW THE 
WAR STARTED 


August, 1914 
Said Austria,-"Y ou murderous Serb, 
You the peace of all Europe disturb; 
Get down on yo.ur knees, 
And apologize, please, 
Or I'll kíck you right off my_ front curb." 


Said Serbia,-"Don't venture too far, 
Or I'll call in my uncle, the Czar; 
He won't see me licked, 
N or insulted, nor kicked, 
So you better leave things as they are," 


Said the Kaiser,-"That Serb's a disgrace. 
We must teach hinl to stay in his place, 
If Russia says boo, 
I'm in the game, too, 
And right quickly we'll settle the case." 


The Czar said,-"1vIy cousin the Kaiser, 
Was always a good advertiser; 
He's determined to fight, 
And insists he is rig-ht, 
But soon he'lI be older and wiser." 


"For forty-four SUIllInerS," said France, 
"I have waited and watched for a chance 
To wrest Alsace-Lorraine 
Fron1 the Germans again, 
And now is the time to advance." 


Said BC'lgil1m,-"When armies immense 
Pour over my boundary fence, 
I'll awake from nlY nap, 
And p.ut up a scrap 
They'll remember a hundred years hence." 


Said John Bull,-"This 'ere Kaiser's a slob, 
And 'is word isn't worth 'ad a bob, 
(If I lets RelgiUlTI suffer, 
I'm a blank bloon1in' duffer) 
So 'ere goes for a crack at 'is nob." 
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Said Italy,-"l think I'll stay out, 
Till I know what this row is about; 
I t's a far better plan, 
Just to sell my banan', 
Till the issue is plain beyond doubt." 


Said our good uncle Samuel, "I swaow 
I had better keep aout of this raow, 
For with Mormons, and Niggers, 
And Greasers, I figgers 
I haye all I kin handle just naow," 


C===:J 


THE ALLIED FORCES 


November, 1914 
vVhen Johnnie Bull pledges his word, 
To keep it he'll gird on his sword, 
While allies and sons 
\Vill shoulder their guns; 
The prince, and the peasant, and lord. 


First there's bold Ton1nlY Aitkins himself, 
For a shilling a day of poor pelf, 
And for love of his King, 
And the fun of the thing, 
He fights till he's laid on the shelf, 


Brave Taffy is ready to go 
As soon as the war bugles blow; 
He fights like the die I , 
\Vhen it comes to cold steel, 
.\nd dies with his face to the foe, 


And Donald frotn North Inverness, 
\Vho fights in a ballet girl's dress; 
He likes a free limb, 
No tight skirts for him, 
I mpending his nlarch to succes
, 


The gun runner, stern, frùnl Belfast, 
Now stands at the head of the mast; 
I f a tempest should come, 
Or a mine or a bomb, 
He will stick to his p0St to the last. 


o - ---- 
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And Hogan, that broth of a lad, 
Home Ruler from Bally-na-fad, 
\"1 rites-"I'm now in the trench 
Wi th the English and French, 
And \ye're licking the Gern1ans, be dad !" 


The Cockney Canuck from Toronto, 
\;\,'hom 1Iaple lea \res hardly stick on to, 
1\lade haste to enlist, 
To fight the mailed fist, 
\Vhen Canadian born didn't 'want to. 


FroBl where the wide-winged albatros
 
Floats white 'neath the Southern Cross, 
There came the swift cruisers, 
And Germans are losers; 
Australians want no Kaiser boss. 


FrOtH sheep run, pine forest and fern, 
The stalwart New Zealanders turn 
To the land of their sires, 
For \vith ancestral fires 
Their bosoms in ardor still burn, 


II 


The tall, turbanned, heathen Hincloo 
I sproud to be in the game too, 
For the joy of his life, 
I 
 to help in the strife 
Of the sahibs, and see the war thrnugh, 


The Frenchman who made wooden shoe.;;, 
\\'hile airing his Socialist views, 
Deserted his bench 
For the horrible trench, 
As soon as he heard the war news. 


I 
I; 


The "\vild, woolly, grinning, Turco, 
From w}wre the fierce desert winds blow. 
\Vil1 give up his life 
In the t hi c k 0 f the s t ri fe, 
And go where the good niggers go. 


The ver--atile Jap's in the game, 
Bccau"e of a treaty he catne, 
For old T ohnnie Bull. 
\\Till ha,;e hi
 hands full, 
The belicose German, to tame. 
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The hard riding Cossack and Russ, 
At the very first sign of a fuss, 
Cried-"Long liye the white CZdr, 
\Ve are off to the war, 
No n10re Kihilist non
ense for us," 


The bold Belgian burgher from Brussels, 
Has fought in a hundred hard tussles, 
And is still going strong, 
N or will it be long, 
Ere the foe back to nedin he hustles. 


The hardy cantankerous Serb, 
Whunl even the Turk couldn't curb, 
In having a go 
vVith Emperor Joe, 
\Vill the plan
 of the Kaiser disturb. 


The fierce mountaineers of King Nick 
Got into the ring good and quick, 
They are never afraid, 
For to fight is their trade, 
While their wi\-es have the living to pick. 


c:==::J 


THE MODERN GOOD SAMARITAN 


Decetnber, 1914 
The road that leads to J eric ho, 
By thieves is still beset, 
For Kaiser Bill, the highwayman, 
I s there already yet. 


'l"hrown thick o'er half a Continent, 
His blood-stained victin1s lie; 
The priest, in horror, lifts his hands, 
Th(' Levite passes by, 
The modern Good Samaritan, 
Kind-hearted Uncle Sam, 
Exc1ain1s, "This thing gets on n1Y nerve.., 
I'll send a cablegraln, 


nut while the cash is going free, 
I'll see what I can get, 
-\ nd SInce these chaps are down and out; 
I'll steal their trade, you bet." 
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SATAN'S SOLILOQUY 


November, 1914 
Hell hath enlarged its borders, 
While Satan sits in state, 
And gives his servants orders 
To open wide the gate, 
"My most successful agent," 
Said he, "is Kaiser Bil1; 
Just watch his daily pageant 
Of souls come down the hill. 


His friends who sacked the city; 
His slaves who raped the nuns; 
His ghouls devoid of pity- 
The bloody, lustful Huns, 
The 'scrap of paper' liars, 
The burners of Lou\'ain 
Shall feed hell's hottest fires 
\Vith Judas and with Cain. 


The unfenced city raiders, 
The crew of submarine 
That satlk the unarméd traders 
To ven
 the Kaiser's spleen. 
The wr<:'ckage of the nations, 
Ten million dwellings lost, 
1f urders and n1utilations, 
The world's great holocau
t 


The workman's scanty wages, 
The souls of sunken ships; 
The faith and hope of ages, 
The prayers from human lips; 
The livelihood of millions, 
The commerce and the trade; 
The untold wasted billions 

fan'
 industry had made, 


For these I thank the Kaiser; 
His efforts please me well; 
The world becomes no wiser; 
J 1's growing time in helL" 
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THE CANADIAN WAY 


January, 1915 
\Vhen tilnes are good, and labur dear 
\Ve coax the British .workman here, 
And should he shrink to cross the drink, 
\Ve tell him he has naught to fear. 


But when the titnes are hard and straight, 
Hi=-, is indeed a sorry fate; 
\Ve let him die, with starving cry, 
I,ike I ,azaru
, beside our gate, 


\I\'hen all the battle flags are furled, 
l\nd wolf and lan1b together curled, 
\v c loudly sing,-"God Save the K.ing," 
And bid defiance to the world. 


\Vhen some mu
t go to bear the brunt, 
And check the Gern1an IZaiser's stunt, 
We still can brag, and wave the flag, 
Hut .;;end the British to the front. 


\Vhen [>rince
s Pats charge do\vn the pik'e, 
And put the Germans on the hike, 
\Ve shout,--"Hooray for Canaday! 
The world has never seen our like." 


But when word cornes across the wave.;;, 
The first contingent tnisbehave
, 
\Ve cry aloud to all the crowd, 
"Them British born are fools or knaves." 


'I 


\\Then other Inen with sword and gun, 
\Vould 
top the fierce destroying Hun, 
\Ve count the cost as n10ney lost, 
A ncl still look out for number one 


\Nhen other land
 attain their goal, 
Our name will blacken Heaven's scroll, 
.\ thing of scorn, all men to \varn: 
_\ country that has lost its soul. 


I 
0_ __ 
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THE ENGLISH WOMAN'S COMPLAINT 


}.Iarch, 1915 
We want to ask Canadians 
To treat us not as fools; 
\Ve cannot learn to play the game 
Until we learn the rules. 
\"1 e ask thetn not to try to take 
The mote frOIll our eye, 
N or say, till their own beam's rel11oyed, 
"N 0 English need apply." 


\"1 e t
y to be Canadians, 
It's 'ard we must confess, 
To drop our English adjectives 
And learn to say "I guess," 
'-tVe've chucked the bread and cheese and beer, 
We learning to eat pie, 
Su please cut out that nasty :,lur, 
"No English need apply.'
 


We came 'ere for our children's sake, 
(At 'orne they 'ad no show) 
Though 'tain't just what we thought it was, 
This land of frost and snow; 
But we never shrink at 'ardships, 
And we've come 'ere to stiy; 
So hustle do\\'n that bloom in' 
igI1, 
"No English need apply," 


VVe aren't no cooking experts, 
And couldn't make a blouse, 
For, till our 'u:,band
 married us, 
'-tVe never 'ad kept ' ouse; 
And then we 'ad our familie
, 
But that'
 no rea<;;on why, 
As you should flash your dirtv ads, 
"No English need -apply.'" - 


At learning to economize 
Perhaps we're rather slow, 
Rut vlhen YOU call for volunteers 
Our sons and 'l1sbands go; 
I n all of vou r con ti n gen ts 
Canadi
ns are shy,' 
nut Colonel Sam 'a
 never sairl, 
"No English need apply," 
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vVhen, steeped in military pride, 
The crazy Kaiser Bill 
Let loose his hell-directed hordes, 
To plunder, burn and kill, 
And British lads took up their guns 
For Freedom's cause to die, 
Brave, blood-stained Delgium didn't say 
"No English need apply," 


Wherever danger blocks the way 
An Englishan1n has led, 
No storm-tossed sea, no foreign shore, 
But shelters England's dead; 
And. when brave spirits took their flight 
To realms beyond the sky, 
Wè know Saint Peter didn't say 
"N 0 English need apply,'" 
-==::J 


UNEMPLOYED 


April, 1915 
"I haven't any way, sir, to earn n1Y dail
' 
bread; 
Give me a job, I pray, 
ir, my children n1ust 
be fed." 
"T{) keep your kids fron1 harn1, sir," the city 
man replied, 
"There's 110 place like the farm, Sir, the 
peaceful côuntry side," 


"I have no work to do, sir," said I to Farmer 
Sprout; 
"So T have come to you, 
ir, to try to help 
me out." 
He answcrèd: "Can vou plow, 
ir, or build a 
load of hav? . 
If vou can't m1lk a cow, SIr, you'd better fade 
. " 
away, 


"Have yon a job to-day, sir, to gIve a work- 
ing man? 
M v stomach's full of hay, sir, my children live 
- on bran." 
"I really can't delay, sir," the busy man re- 
plied, 
"Please call some other day, sir, my car i
 
just outside," 
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"I want to find a place, sir," said I to 
Groucher Black; 
"I couldn't go the pace, sir, and now I'm off 
the track'," 
Old Groucher growled in answer, "Thi.;; town 
of blasted hope
 
Has no place for a man, sir, who doe
 not 
know the ropes," 


"I'm an
ious to enli
t, Sir, J am a Briton 
true, 
To fight the mailed fist, sir, the Kaiser and 
his crew." 
Thus answered Dr. Rrown,-"Sir, in one ma1I1 
point you lack; 
1'11 have to turn vou down, 
ir, becau
e your 
teeth don't track." 


"I'd like to find 
ome work, sir," to SInith, 
11.P., I spoke; 
"I really am no shirk, sir, although I'm stony 
broke," 
Said he, "You poor old lobster, you have 
 
lot to learn, 
To goet a steadv job, SIr, you really n1u.;;t 
intern." - 


c::=:::::J 


THE HATE OF HANS 


April, 191,5 
I hate dot teufel, Johnnie BuH, 
(Der Kaiser says I must) 
Mit ra2'e mine heart is filled so full 
Sorn
time I tink I'll bust. 


V ot pisne
s he mÍt horse and gun, 
Dot channel shtream to cross? 
Vot J11atter for de tings ve done? 
Der Kaiser is de boss. 


Dose English, yaw, I tells you true! 
Dcy spoil der Kaiser's plans, 
Shoost cause ve march de Belgium through 
Dey kill us Shennan rnans, 
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1Iine brudder's dead, already, soon, 
1Iine sister is von spy, 
11ine cousin rides de big balloon, 
Dot floats up in de sky, 


My poys-dot story I can't wrote, 
I lose them, von-two-tree, 
Ven English teufels sink dose boat, 
V ot sail der untersee, 


:1Iineself, I learn de English talk 
Von time in Milwaukee, 
I hang around de Anhi.'erp dock, 
U nd hear vot I can see, 


Dey tink dey'll c:;htarve us Shermans oudt, 
Not yet, already, blease, 
Ve still haf lots of saur-kraut, 
Und goot limburger cheese, 


.Mit blenty peers .unt blenty shmokes, 
Und rye bread mixed mit sand, 
Dis is enough for Sherman folks 
Dat luf de faderland, 


Yell tear dot English heart ouch yet 
1Iit eagle's beak and claws; 
Shoost now ye can't to London get, 
I don't know vy pecause, 


Ve should haf been dere long ago, 
!\Iit dose machine dot flies, 
Rut tings SeelTI 
roing britty slow, 
BfThaps der Kai
er lies. 
-==::J 


HANS BEGINS TO WONDER 


April. ] 9] 5 
I vonder if dot's nefer so, 
Shasmeezle Russia take, 
Yon c.an't pelieve von half you know, 
Such lies dose papers Inake, 


I vonder if dose tales are true, 
Ve lose most all our ships, 
Our colonies and comn1erce too; 
I hear tings tnit my lips, 
14 


o 


- 0 



o 


o 


I yonder if dose Ddrdanelles, 
Can shtop der allied fleet, 
Somedilnes to me dere's someting tells, 
Maype dose Turks get peat. 


I yonder, too, if Italy 
Vill give to us der bump, 
Shoost now she's vaiting yet to see 
Vichway der cat vill YUInp. 


I yonder can our army shtop 
Do
e Russian teufels' raid, 
Or yill dey gain de mountain tup 
Or fail to make de grade, 


I yonder if dot Balkan bunch, 
end Greece und Holland too, 
Should give us britty soon de punch, 
V ot vill der Kaiser do. 


I vonder vere der K.aiser shtays 
1Iit all dose poys of his, 
Y üu pet, dey k'eep a goot long vays 
From "ere de bullets .whiz, 


I vonder if dot kultur's goot, 
Sornetimes it is, no doubt, 
TIut ven it comes to daily foodt 
I luf der sa.ur-kraut. 


I yondcr if ye all get stung, 
I,ike vot de Yankees say; 
Der Kaiser maype yet get hung, 
If ve don't vin de day, 


* * * * * 
Mine gracious! vot is datI say? 
No van, I hope, don't hear; 
Dose spies yould sell mine life awaY 
Für vnn gopt drink of peer. 
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JACK CANUCK 


October, 1914 
"Only forty per cent. of the volunteers at 
Valcartier are Canadian born." "A large 
nunlber of men are being kept at h0I11e by 
their wiyes and mothers." 
-Recent News Items, 


Our Jack Canuck is active, 
He plays a pretty goal, 
Hut n1ake swift runs to cover 
\Vhen drums begin to roll. 
And Jack Canuck's unselfish, 
.He lets the honors go 
All to his British brother, 
When war time bugles blow, 


:\nd Jack Canuck is n10dest; 
That's why he chooses rears, 
And sees the front seats tak'en 
By t
ritish volunteers, 


Yes, Jack Canuck's a hero 
\\-Those glory never fades; 
He'll lick his weight in wild cats 
-The day his lodge parades. 


And lack Canuck's free handed 
He sends, (Jack's awful wise), 
His dmnpling dU'it in ship loads; 
(I t pays to advertise). 


For Jack Canuck i
 thrifty, 
He wants, when peace is n1ade, 
To feed the worn out nations, 
And captnre all the trade, 


And 11iss Canuck and 1frs., 
Thev value so the lives 
Of husband, son and sweetheart, 
These daughters, maids and wives, 


They'll let the Belgian tnother. 
The French and English n1aid 
Give husband, lover, brother, 
To stop the Kaio;er's raid, 
18 
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. 
They'll see sweet Highland Mary 
Walk life's long path alone, 
And hear dear Irish Nora 
Wail for the loyed ones gone, 
Thev'l1 send a feather pillow 
Or knit a pair of socks, 
And think they've done their duty 
By then1 that tak'e the knocks. 


Oh that our hearts were bigger, 
And not so worldly wise; 
'\Vhen duty cal1s, or danger;' 
Ready to sacrifice, 
c:::=:J 


WHAT OWEST THOU 


February, 1915 
In blood bought Belgian trenches, 
On 'itormy Northern Sea, 
Brave hearts of oak are watching, 
Protecting you and me. 


The British wife and mother, 
The tnaid with sweet 1 1eart dear, 
Lest those they love should falter 
Hold back the scalding tear, 


"Your King and Country need you," 
The)' say with courage high. 
"Your fathers, too, were soldiers; 
And not afraid to die." 


Like fearless free born Britons, 
Not Kaiser driven slaves, 
Go heroes from the homeland 
To unmarked foreign graves. 


Shal1 we, with path made easy, 
While others fight and fal1, 
In freedom's hour of danger 
Neglect the Empire's cal1? 


Shall we hO?rd up our dollars? 
Shall farmer" hold their wheat, 
While children suffer hunger, 
And workmen walk the street? 
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That land is doomed already 
To black, unending night, 
\\'ho
e old n1en worship money; 
\\'h()
e young n1en will not fight. 


0, for some John the Baptist! 
Sotne prophet 
Ialachi, 
Tu lash our 
elfish conscience, 
And teach us purpose high. 


* * * * * 
Thank Heaven there's a remnant, 
A few not quite enslaved, 
For ten just men in Sodom, 
The city would have saved. 


c:=::J 


A CALL TO THE COLORS 


Xo\-ember, 1915 
Ye strong young men of Huron, 
Y (: 'Ì..Jns of Britons true, 
\ our fathers fought for freedum, 
And now it's up to you; 
\
 our bl'()tht-r's blood is calling, 
For you they fought and died, 
Brave boys with souls uncontjuered, 
B
- Hun..;: are crucified. 


T 
n miHion Hunnish outlaw"", 
The TZ,:liser's tool:, and slaves, 
Have :,tre" n the 
ea with corp
es. 
_'\nd :-:carred the earth with graves; 
They kno\\- no god but mammon; 
Xo la,v but 
word and flame, 
They crush the ,,-eaker peoples, 
\\'ith det::d
 \\-e dare not name, 


'I 


S
e Belgium rent and bleeding, 
The Kaiser' 5 helli"h work, 
.\ r:Tlt-nia yainh- pleading 
For mercy from the Turk. 
The Poles ãnd Serbs are dying 
The victims of the Huns, 
\Vith angui
hed voices crying, 
"0 
énd u.;;. men and guns !" 


I 
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Think of the Lu
itania, 
Of n1artyred Nurse Cavell, 
Then say, "Can these be hUInan 
\"'ho act lik'e fiends of hel1." 
The Empire'
 in the conflict, 
And bound to see it through; 
Each man the old flag shelters, 

1 ust shan: the burden too. 


Then rise, ye sons of Huron, 
AI! hell has broken loose, 
The Kaispr's 'itrafe is on us, 
\\'ith him we make no truce. 
Come, rally to the colors 
Til1 victory is won, 
Your King and country need you, 
-\nd duty n111'it be done, 


c:=:==::J 


CHOOSE YE 


I 
I 


In time
 like these, each heart decrees 
-\ law unto i t'ielf; 
\Vhat shall it be for you and me, 
Self sacrifice or pelf? 
\Vhich shaH we choose, to win or lo
e? 
Our al1 is in the game: 
\Vhat shall we give that Truth may live? 
How much in Freedom's name? 


II 


A hero's heart, an honored nan1e, 
Or coward'
 part, and shirker's shame? 
The awful strife, wounòs and disease, 
Or sordid life of selfish ease? 
A n open purse, our strength infull, 
Or painted horse anò party puH? 
The trenches' mud, and tru
ted word, 
Or tainted blood, and rusted sword? 
Soul unafraid, the prayer of faith, 
Or heart dismayed at thought 0f death? 
The noble deed, the unmarked grave. 
Or craven Q,reed our li,'es to save? 


\Vhere shaH we <;;tand that this fair land 
No Kaiser's strafe 
hal1 know? 
ShaH never feel the Prussian heel, 

()r German kultur show? 
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This we will do, if we are true; 
Honor the Empire's caB, 
Each bear his part with loyal heart, 
Lest Britain's flag n1ay fall. 
c:::=:::J 


THE SLACKER'S SON 


"The teacher says at school, daå, that twenty 
years 3.go 
Thp Kaser tried to rule, :lad, and plunged the 
world in woe, 
When Britain needed tncn, dad, to help tu 
fight the Huns, 
Boys drL)pped the plow and pen, rlad, tCl 

o 
and rnan the guns, 


F3.ch tlIan he did hi
 share, dad, tlH' loyal, 
strung and true; 
I wish I had been there, [bel, to fight along- 
with vou. 
I'n1 glad you tllet no harm, dad, and wear no 
wooden peg; 
For Bill's dad lost an arm, dad, and Jirrl's 
d:
d Jost a leg. 


The Kaiser was so strong, dad, that Britain 
almost lost, 
The war was hard and long, dad, and none 
could count the cost. 
Our rTIPn wcrp firtn and braye, dad, and freely 
shed their blood, 
And tnany found a grave, dad, beneath the 
Flanders nlud, 


You npver say a word, dad, about this awful 
fight; 
'\There IS your trusty sword, dad? lEt's get 
it out tonight. 
The other fellows brag, dad, of what their 
dads have done, 
And Tim's dad ha..; a flag, dad, he captured 
f;onl a Hun, 


And Mr. Sandy Ross, dad, who works (lown 
at the n1ill, 
Has a Victoria Cross, dad, for fighting Kai"er 
Rill; 
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And little Tomn1Y Dagg, dad, the youngtst uf 
your clerks, 
Says his dad was at Bagdad, and shot a hun- 

 dred Turks, 


\Vhen we go for a walk, dad, or take our fly- 
Ing car, 
You never want to talk. dad, about the mighty 
war; 
Please talk to me tonight, dad, before 
 go 
to bed, 
Of when you went to fight, dad." 
But òarl hung down his head, 
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BLASTED HOPES 


We hoptd to end our troubled days 
Fa: from the maddening" strife, 
Erstwhile to chortle roundelays 
Of peaceful country life; 
But now the phone rings night and morn, 
The trolley
 crash and bang; 
\ V e heart he fearsomt auto h0rn 
\Vhere once the thrushes sang. 


\Ve helped the children that we raised, 
Those stalwart gi rls and boys; 
Would follow in the trail we blazed 
That selfish ease destroys; 
But no\,v, when mcn are needed 
(ì 
Tn fight the mailed fi
t, 
Our girls won't let their hushands go, 
Nor will our sons enlist. 


\Ve hoped the pirates all were dead, 
Those horrid bl1ccanpers, 
\Vho dyed the ocean's waves with red, 
Tn \'\Ticked bygone years: 
But now \\'e mourn. a
 happy rlays, 
That sanguinary pa
t, 
Since Kaiser Rill a hundred v.-a v<;, 
Has Captain Kidd outcla<;sed, 
23 
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We hoped that kings had wiser grown 
Since Charles I. lost his head, 
And Bonaparte was overthrown, 
For painting Europe red; 
But now we have the greatest kill 
Since cave men fought with stones, 
Behold the Kaiser's butcher bill! 
Ten million dead men's bones, 



 


LANGEMARK 


May, 1915 
The maple leaf is stained with red, 
Deeper than autumn's dye; 
On foreign fields our noble dead 
Their valor testify. 


Cut uff, out-numbered, ten to one, 
By wolfish German pack 
Our men like heroes fought and won, 
They kept the Teutons back. 
They held their post, they saved the day, 
Those young lions from the West; 
'Vh
t higher tribute can we pay, 
"They fought like Britain's best." 


When reinforcements came at last, 
Then woe betide the Huns, 
From man to man the word was passed 
"'TV e must retake the guns," 


Mid rifle ba1t and poison bomb, 
Shrapnel and shriekin
 shell, 
Ap.d all the hell of Kaiscnlom, 
They chargerl, while hundreds fell. 


'Vit
 fearless e
r(' and ringing cheer 
Thev made that 'wild advance, 
For life was chf'ap and glory dear, 
Those bloody days in Frap.ce, 


0, life is short to him who gives 
Long years for selfish pay; 
In rig-hteo.us cause, the sc;ldier lives 

\ lifetime in a day, 
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THE CANADIAN ARMY 


The news, "the Old I,and's In it," 
Stirred us one August t1lOrn, 
Then waited not a minute 
The fearless British born, 
Thev were the first to offer 
T
 die for England's name 
Scorning the shirking scoffer, 
\Vho would not play the game. 


But when the German Kaiser 
Of victories could brag, 
Canadians got wiser 
And rallied round the flag. 
The Orangemen, stout-hearted, 
The cheery lads In green, 
\Vhen once the ball was starkJ 
I n khaki garb were seen, 


A regiment of Tories, 
A regiment of Grits, 
Discarded party worries 
To g-ive the Kai
er fits. 
Batt:dions of free thinkers 
and regiments of Jews 
And some of water drinkers, 
And sonle that hit the booze, 


:\ regiment of Chinese, 
A reg:inlent of Yanks, 
A rcgiment with fine knees 
And bare and brawny shanks, 
A regimen t of teachers 
Who laid aside the birth, 
And one of sons of preachèr:;;, 
A credit to the Church. 


A regimpnt of Colonels, 
\Vho couldn't get a si t, 
(To judg-e by their externals 
They're feeling fine and fit); 
.\ regiment of sbckers, 
A reginlent of thieves, 
\nd one of bold bushwhackers, 
All weari ng- maple leavps. 


25 


o 


o 



c 


o 


Battaliuns, too, of Frenchmen, 
The breed that never yields, 
Are Inaking splendid trench n1en, 
On Belgium's bloody fields. 
Hat tal ions from the prairies 
N ow man the sn10king tubes; 
From London and St. Marys, 
A regiment of rubes. 


Th 11S, to defend the nation, 
They rallied to a man, 
OUf fighting popluation . 
So cosmopolitan, 
Not one fron1 danger blenches, 
They vie in skill and pluck 
A. nù when they reach the trenches, 
vVe call them all Canuck. 
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FIGHT OR PA'Y 


October, 1915 
The cause of Freedor11 needs our help, 
The Old Land's in the fray, 
It's up to every lion's whelp 
To either fight or pay, 
The bloody Turk and sayage Hun 
Still ravf'ih, burn and slay, 
Each loyal son must man a gun, 
Or stay at honle and pay, 


Our sisters, Innthers, sweethearts, wives, 
They nurse, and knit, and pray, 
Let Inen forego their selfish liYe
, 
And either fight or pay. 
The call i
 clear to sacrifice 
OUI" life, our purse, our play; 
Ere Honor di

, let us arise 
And either fight or pay, 


"England expects from eyery tnan 
Hi
 duty on this day." 
'T\\'as thus Lord N elson's tne
sage ran 
Ere he began the fray, 
Shall we our noble heritage, 
See crnmbling down like clay, 
This goodly age, a blotted page, 
And neither fight nor pay? 
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Nay! While our British blood runs red, 
Let those refuse who may, 
We'l1 heed what mighty Nelson said 
On old Trafalgar day, 
From cottage, castle, palace, hall, 
We'll come without delay, 
At duty's call, and stake our all, 
To fight, or pay, or pray. 
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HUNTING THE \VERE-WOLF 


The jungle law is broken; 
FrOtH forest, field and plain, 
The beasts and birds have 
poken, 
"The traitor n1ust be s 1 ain," 
The surly bear comes growling, 
Frnnl out his lõne-;Oloe den; 
H(' hears the were-\volf howling, 
Athir
t fur blood of rnen, 


The fierC't::: war eagle screeches 
Across the Channel deep: 
His scream the lion reaches 
A nd rouses him from sleep; 
The busy beayer hidin!.t 
In far off northern \
'ood, 
The mighty bull moose, striding 
In stately solitude, 


Th
 hmnpy, bumpy cattle, 
The tiger from his lair, 
Go d0wn into d:e battle 
Beside the timid hare. 
The den!1ant and camel, 
The o"trich and emu, 
W èirò things, both bird and mammal, 
ADd old nlan Kangaroo, 


A 11 vow, by fur and feather, 
Each with one purpose filled, 
To .work and fight together, 
"L T ntil the were-wolfs killed. 

f eanwhile in war's arena, 
1 Jnmoved bv tears and groans, 
The bn7zard anò hvena 
Pick clean the viètim's bones, 
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JOHNNIE'S GROUCH 


'Cause brother Ben has gone to fight 
Acrc:ss the sea so far, 
I like to sit around at night 
And read about the war, 
But when I think me and tny chUtl1s 
Are fighting Fritz in France, 
,My ma asks if I've done HlY sums; 
A feller g-ets no chance. 


And when I'm marching proudly back 
\Vith fifty captured Huns, 
My dad "",ill say 'retire Jack'. 
That's how they spike Iny guns, 
11 v teacher'
 a conscriptionist, 
She calls me "Johnnie dear," 
But backs it with an iron fist 
And so I \'olunteer. 


I got kept in at school one da v 
For lessons not half learned, 
And when dad asked, "Why thi
 delay?" 
I said I'd been interned, 
And when our te
t exams came out 
And mine were extra bad, 
I said, "\iV e needn't fuss about 
A scrap of paper, dad." 


\Vhen sister's chap comes round at night, 
-\nd pa seems in a ra
e, 
!vIa only smiles; she know
 all right, 
It's j.tlst dad's C'amnf1age. 
And when I entertain this heau 
While Si
 puts on her drc
s, 
Sometimes T get a dime, you kn o ,,"; 
That'
 strategy, I. guess, 


My d
d i
 getting rather stout, 
:\ nd hates to l'1()W the la"wn; 
nut when he get
 the m,'nver out, 
Firq thing he 1(nows I'm gone: 
H!1
 when I'YE' trouhle ,,-ith my pa 
No matter what it's for, 
I make ;l n ally' of my ma, 
\ nel then I 'vin the war. 
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THE TRENCH THAT FRITZ BUILT 


I 
I 


Thi
 is the trench that Fritz built. 
This is the Hun who lay in the trench that 
Fritz built, 
. This is the gun that killed the Hun who lay 
in the trench that Fritz built, 
This is the farmer's only son, who mans the 
gun that killed the Hun, who lay in the trench 
that Fritz built. 
This is the farmer, weary and worn, who 
ï;:11sf'd the son, who rnane;;; the gun, that killed 
the Hun, who lay in the trench that Fritz 
built, 
This is she, who in youth's bright morn, 
was wed to the man, now \-yeary and worn, 
'tis she to v/hon1 the son was born, who in 
front of the battle, all tattered and torn, 
til! 
rnans the gun tha killed the Hun, who lay in 
the trench that Fritz built. 
This is the slacker, all shayen and shorn, 
who drives a car with a tooting horn, and 
laughs at the farmer weary and worn, and hi.:; 
wife at work in the early morn, hoeing potat- 
oes and beete;;; and corn, because the son. whf) 
to them was born, is in front of the battle, a11 
tattered and torn, 
till manning the g.un that 
killed he Hun, \\'ho lay in the trench that 
Fritz hnilt. 
This i
 the t11aiò \vho treats with scorn the 
sJlifty slacker, all shayen and shorn, and hi... 
shininç- car \vith the tooting horn, but honors 
the farnlf'r wear:v anò worn, and his wife who 
helps him hoe the corn, and tnilk the co\\'__ 
in the earJy morn, for she Joves the son who 
to them was born, who in front of the battle 
all tattered and torn, still mans the gun that 
killed the Hun, who lay in the trench that 
Fritz built! 
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TEN LITTLE SLACKERS 


Ten little slackers standing in a line, 
One \-vent to U, S., then there were nine. 
Nine little slackers out for a skate, 
Onc broke his leg and then there were eight. 
Eight little slackers playing odd and even, 
Got in a rnix up and then there were seven. 
Seven little slackers sucking sugar sticks, 
One got dyspepsia, then there were six. 
Six little slackers only half alive, 
One got m3.rried and then there \vere fiye. 
Fiye little slackers were such a bore 
The fool kill('r got one, then there were fOHL 
Four little slackers out on a spree, 
Auto turned turtle, and then there were three, 
Three little slackers in a canoe, 
Simpleton rocked the boat, then tht. re were 
two. 
Two little slackers, one was a HUll, 
He got imprisoned, then there \Ya
 one. 
One little slacker, war nearly won, 
lIe got conscripted, then there were none. 
One little, two little, three little slackers, 
Four little, fiye little six little slackers, 
Sè\-en little, eight little, nine little 
lackers, 
Tcn little slacker tnen. 
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Jack Sprat can eat no fat, 
His wife can eat no lean, 
H(
cau"e upon thcir platter now 
Nu tneat i" ever seen. 


Make a cake, make a cake, my good maT], 
1fake it of treacle and cornmeal and bran, 
Tick it and pick it and mark it with B, 
And eat it for breakfast and dinner and tea. 


Little clepds and nlortgages, 
Little bonds and stocks, 
Help amid financial storms 
To keep u" off the rocks, 
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Little loads of stove wood, 
Little jags of coal, 
1Iake our pocket books look sick, 
And put us in the hole. 


Little Jack H orner sat in a corner, 
Eating his whole wheat pie, 
He looked pretty glmll for he found not a 
plunl, 
And he said, I don't like this old pie, 


Little Tommy Tucker sang for his supper, 
\Vhat did he sing for? \\lhite bread and butter; 
BoUt he had to take corn-cake instead of white 
bread, 
\Vith cleomargarine on it to spn:ad. 


Farmer Dingle had a little pig, 
Not very little and not very big; 
It \veighed two hundred or a few pounds over 
And brought fifty doJIars \vhen sold to a 
drover. 
Then Fanner Dingle stolJd up and lied, 
And Mrs. Dingle sat down and cried, 
"Hogs eat so much yaluable feed," 
:1id he, 
"They need," said he, 
"Good feed," said she, 
So there's really no money in pigee wigee wee. 


One little man went to battle, 
One little man 
taved at home, 
One Ii t
le man got white bread and buth>r, 
One' little man got !lone, 
One little man cried see, <;;ee, 
ee, 
Y ou'l1 eat brown bread 
Till the war is done, 


Tom, Tom, the piper's 
on, 
St01e a pig and away he run, 
"High co
t of meat 
I\-c got you beat," 
Said Tom, while making his retreat. 


Tack, Nick and ,Jil1 went after Bill, 
And fought on land and water, 
Till Nick fell down and lost his crown, 
\nd Bill went tumbling after. 
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There was a crooked man 
\Vho wore a crooked smile, 
And built a crooked railroad 
O'er many a crooked Inile, 
He got some crooked statesn1en 
To play his crooked games, 
And they all got crooked titles 
Before their crooked names. 


t:::==:J 


Sing a song of sixpence, 
Country going dry, 
Four and twenty booze shops 
Selling no more rye, 


\Vhen the bars were open, 
\i\Thiskey had its fling, 
N 0"\\' we ride the water cart, 
Along with George, our king, 


Once dad, in the bar room, 
Counted out his money, 
Weary rnother sat at home, 
Patching clothes for sonny, 


Now dad's in the garden 
Wearing on t his clothes, 
1[oney in his pocket, 
BlooIn all off his nose. 
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BEDLAM 


October, 1914 
"The world is mad, 111Y masters," 
The poet had the facts 
To prove this sweeping stateInent, 
In tnan's punk-headed acts; 
For since the day when Adam 
.Partook of the wrong tree, 
We've toiled, and sli12-ped, and blundered; 
"\Vhat fools these murtals be", 
Take (HIt your horse or auto, 
And drive the country roads, 
And see the fields and orchards 
Bearing their precious !Qads. 
Old 1Iother Earth produces 
"Vith lavish hand and free, 
But half is lost or ruined 
By man's stupidity, 
T
n thou
and t r )j1S of apples 
\,yil1 
t1rí::h' go to waste 
\\fhile p'_I(
r folk in thc cities 
\Vill hardly {!
t a taste. 
\tVe take g
)o
i whcat and harley 
.'-nd n1anufacture bums, 
Whose wives and little children 
.A rè stan'in
 in the slums. 
The man that's poor as woodwork, 
And nearly always brnke, 
Can s,,
neho\V find a nickel 
To pnH away in smoke; 
\Vhile tho:,e who have the money 
To eat and drink tlwir fill", 
Are Stlre to over-do it, 
And run up doctor bi!1s, 
If, \Y}lell the timc.;; are peacefu
 
I kill one man, by heck! 
They'll call it bloody murder, 
L\nd hang nle by the ncck. 
In war-time he's a hero, 
\Vho sends through air or sea 
.-\ bnnlb to blow a thousand 
Into Etprnity. 


And so, dear gentle reader, 
You see, by all the rules, 
Th3t earth's whole population 
Except ourselves are fools. 
38 
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THE CERTAINTIES 


\Vhen icy blasts blow fierce and wild, 
Cutting the face like steel, 
And summer's heart is trodden down 
'Neath winter's iron heel, 
It's all a part of Nature's plan, 
So stay and play the ganIe; 

 ext Spring will bring the violets, 
And roses just the saIne, 


When Pharaoh's lean ill-favored kine 
Have grazed the pastures brown. 
And, on a parched and stanTing world 
The brazen sun glares down; 
1'h ough Canaan's foreqs, fie1d
 and farms, 
Are scorched, as with a flame, . 
There's food in Joseph's granaries 
In Egypt just the same, 


\Vhen Pharaoh lnakes the task more hard 
For overburdened hands, 
And stubble field
 refuse the 
traw 
His tale of bricks demands; 
\Vhat matter if our litth
 Ii, es 
Go out in fear and shame? 
The water
 of the Inighty Nik 
Flow onward just the same, 


When, at the front, to bar the v;ay, 
The Red Sea waters stand, 
And Egypt's hosts are close behind, 
A fierce relentless band; 

 tent their firstborn to a\'cng-e, 
Ll ok up, and see the pyramids, 
Their Hebrew 
laves to claim: 
Firn1 standing, just the same. 


vVhen human ghouls hc1r
 lid np1i ít 
To plunder, burn and kill, 
And Truth seems dri\-en from lIer thr 1Tl'" 
Say to yoú'r heart, "He still!" 
Don't think that Freedum's dav 1'-' <lone, 
And Honor but a name, 
For right "till reigns and plancts gleam 
I n Heaven just the same, 
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THE FRIENDLY SPIES 
A Ta'le of Camp Borden 


N oveInber, 1916 
The main camping ground of the Huron 
I nrlians was near where Camp Borden IS núW 
situa ted. 
\Vhere soldiers build their camp fires, 
At night there gather 'round 
The spirits of the Hurons 
From Happy Hunting ground, 
No sentry hears their footsteps, 
Thev need no countersigns; 
As sil
nt as the nloonìight, 
They pass within the lines, 


FicrCt 
hine their dusky fact:s 
As through the tents they glide, 
Once more they slnel1 the war paint 
_\nd know a warrior's pride; 
The white man's n10dern weapons 
Their ghostly fingers feel, 
The guns so swift and deadly, 
The long 5harp blades of steel. 


They nod to one another, 
Nor knew so wild a joy 
Since, lpagued with th
 Algonquins, 
They fought the Iroquois; 
Among the sleeping soldiers 
They pass the silient night, 
And nudge, and smile, and whisper, 
"White brother make big fight." 


\\Then shafts of light are breaking 
Across the eastern sky, 
They wrap their mantles 'round them, 
And breathe a soft "Good-bye", 
Then vanish like the shadows 
That lurk among the trees, 
The sentry hearing only 
Thf' sighing of the breeze, 
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JACK CANUCK TO UNCLE SAM 


April, 1916 


Take down your old gun, IT ncle Sammy, 
All yonr pocket5 with cartridges cram; 
The war fogs that rise, cold and clammy, 
Secm to frighten you some, Uncle Sam. 
You once were the first to get ready, 
The Inost eager in Liberty's fight, 
Your brain, Unc. wa" clear, calm _and steady, 
\Vhen you battled for justice and rig
lt. 


Time was when each star in Old Glory 
Shone for freedom all round the wide world 
The winds and the .waves told the story 
\Vheresoever its folds were unfurled; 
But now your good rifle is rusty, 
All your work of long years is undone. 
Old Glory, beùra
:gled and dusty, 
Is insulted and scorned by the Hun. 


There once was 3. time, Uncle Sammy, 
\Vhen the honor of sister or \vife, 
E'en that of a poor negro matnmy, 
You'd defend, UndeSam, with your life. 
But now, what's the matter I wonder, 
You see wOInanhood treated like junk, 
And think but of guarding your plunder: 
Can you tell me the reason, dear Unc? 


I t seems that your head isn't level, 
\Vith your Wilson", and Bryans and Fords, 
You Ipt things all go to the devil, 
And protect your poor people with words. 
It can't be the killing that vexes, 
And prevents your from getting yo.ur gun, 
y 0u're lynchin
 men now, down in Texas 
For one tenth that the Kaiser has done. 
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SAMMY 


April, 1918 
I1raye Salll1ny's a fi
'hter, who said li.e was 
slow, 
That Duffeldorf blighter \\'a
 running hi
 
show? 
The fellow who hinted that Sanllny was slack, 
vVith praise, now, unstinted, should take it all 
back" 
For Sanln1;'::-: a wonder, and no\y going strong, 
('Twa
 Snn1ebody's blunder that held him "0 
long) 
He', just the right felln,\-, we're glad that he 
caIne, 
The chap that is yellow ha'-' SOlne other name. 
Th , s Satnmy's a dandy; when once in the race, 
He mJkes himself handy in any old place: 
Can preach a good sermnn, or sing a go(,d 
. song, 
Or lick a'ny German who happen... along: 
A single hand talker, as good as the best. 
1<rlOt.. E
 A two fi.;;ted fiG"Þ1tfJ:r , with hair on his cheq, 
A long distance hiker, who neyer gops tanH.'; 
J-Ie's not any piker whateyer the game. 
There's no one thafs quicker at pul1ing- :l !..!,'tIIl, 
He'll sure be a sticker when facing the HUfl; 
CaD camp in a palace, or li\>e in a tent, 
Drink wine fn'TI1 a chalice, or eat tI1eat in 
] ,en t : 
Swpet tongued to the bdies aIlfl kind trl thL' 
kids 
Condemn,,' things to H aclf's, when do\\'n hy 
the skids; 
At honu' on the river, plantation or farm, 
Stìm et i !1H''' :1. hi f?: h I i\'e r who (loes hi tll:--.e 1f 
harm. 
 
\ b
temious, very, when prices are high, 
. 
He learns to be merry withnut any pie; 

.t1 e:\.pert at poker, with tnoney to spare, 
A down and cut brL)ker who IJlays snlitaire: 
\n orator forceful, a whale to inver:
, 
o Sammy's resourceful, a versatile c:cnt, 
Though late in the race, San1, we wish you 
good luck, 
Come on, take your placp, Sam, with John'lie 
Canuck. 
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FRANCE TO COLUMBIA 


N oveulber, 1916 
Columbia, Il1Y sister, 
Republic great and free, 

Then Libertv was threatened 
I looked in
 vain to thee; 
That hope was vain, my sister, 
You 105t your greatest chance; 
Men live on lies In Utah, 

fen die for truth in France, 


Columbia, Iny sister, 
You saw my blood run red, 

fy sons and daughters murdered, 
The tears Iny orphans shed; 
Yon raised no VOIce in protest, 
To stop the Hun's advance; 

Icn live at ease in Kansas, 
\Vith hell let loose in France. 


Columbia, n1Y sister, 
Your children you have seen, 
Drowned in the cruel ocean 
By German submarine; 
Hut baseball is important, 
The theatre and dance, 
And plcasure rules in Texas 
\Vhile horror reigns in France, 


Columbia, my sister, 
In sordid love of gain 
Your vultures and hyenas 
\ Va x fat upon the slain; 
The rIa tion
, sorrow stricken, 
Receive your careless glance, 
And wealth in 11assachusetts 
11eans poverty in France, 


ColU1nbia, Iny sister, 
I know your heart is right, 
Though on your head has fallen 
This hellish Hunnish blight; 
I love you still, my sister, 
And warn you, lest perchance 
The Huns may rule Wisconsin 
\Vhen driven out of France, 
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JIM'S SACRIFICE 


Jitn n1arched away one SUtlll11er day 
To fight the boastful Hun, 
I n khaki clad, as fine a lad 
Ar::. ever carried gun, 
No braver knight e'er went to fight, 
I n shining coat of l11ail, 
In clays of old, for love of' gold, 
Or for the Holy Grail. 


Hi.... aitn was sure, his heart \Vas pure, 
J .ike good Sir Galahad, 
He played the game \\Then hardships came 
His face \Vas always glad, . 
l T ntil, by chance, somewhere in France, 
He 
aw a "HOtl1etown s.un," 
He read one page, thèn in a rage 
He 
trafèd it -like a Hun. 


The girl he loved had faithless proved, 
And Gennan slacker wed; 
That cruel struke Jim's spirit broke, 
He wished that he were dead. 
He \yho had been so straight and clean, 
And every fellov/s chum, 
Now lived apart with hardened heart, 
And soaked hin1self with nun. 


'Mid rats and 111ice and flea:-; and lice 
He spent his days and nights; 
\Vaist deep in nU1(I, besmeare(l with blood, 
He fought a hunched fights; 
I-lis faith wa" lost, the angel hnst 
Of 
fons he didn't see; 
No Cntnrade White beheld his plight, 
\\Tith lo\'ing sYl11pathy. 


The devil strip, where bul1ets Zlpp, 
The narrow neutral band 
\Yhere Inan to man they fight and plan 
To win that "No 1'[an's T ,and": 
I-Iere Jim would go to hunt the foe, 
He thought it only fun, 
And that day lost that couldn't boast 
Another s-laughtered Hun. 
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His awful deeds so say the creeds, 
Jim's brigh t young manhood marred; 
His health was sound, he got no wound, 
But sin his 
pirit scarred. 
Some lost their heal
h, sonle lo<;t their we3.lth, 
Of all war took its toll, 
Soule lost their Jife in blooùy strife, 
Jinl only lost his soul. 


r:::=:J 


THE ORGY OF THOR 


The war god calls, whate'er befalls 
His orders Inust be filled, 
Though work may stop in n1ine and shop, 
And farms may lie untilled. 


\t hi
 command each human hand 
Must toil to pay the price 
In coal, or tueat, or wool or wheat, 
Oil, cotton, corn or rice. 


Frutn pole to pole he takes controJ 
Of land, and air, and tide, 
Then death and dearth fil1 all the 

 rth, 
And hell's gate opens wide. 


Fierce robber band,;, o'er desert sands 
N () whi le tuan ever saw, 
Eriug all their spoil, with endless toil, 
To fill the tnonster'
 tHaw. 


n'er ice and snow the huskies go, 
Beneath the northern star, 
And gather tol1, a scanty dole, 
To pay the god of war, 


From out the States go tnighty fr('i
'hts 
Of cotton, corn and oil; 
From West to East, to feed the hf';.st, 
The people :-,ave and toil. 


The \Vest's astir, the binders whirr 
Aronnd the settler's shack; 
The threshers hum, lest winter ccrne 
Before the wheat's in sack. 
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The bullocks strain on loaded wain, 
Piled high with bales of wool, 
A season's clip from shed to ship: 
The cargo 111USt be full. 


The drivers swear, the bulls by pair 
Plunge panting through the dust, 
Like things accurst they die of thirst 
The war gods say they lTIUst. 


\Vhere battle fields dread harvests yield 
The war god's revels be, - 
\Vhere blood runs red, he counts the dead, 
And shrieks and howls in glee, 


With fiendish laughs, he fiercely quaffc;; 
The precious crimson tide; 
He'll drink his fill, nor rest until 
I-ì is blood I us t' s sa tisfi ed. 


c=:::J 


MOTES AND BEAMS 


\Ve condemn, with hot curses, the Hun 
For his piracy, perjury, pride, 
For his nameless atrocities done, 
For the ten million victitns that died. 
Then we'll lift holv hands to the skie", 
When the day of our victory come
, 
While pale children, with piteous CrIes, 
Stan'e for bread in the slime of our slums. 


We despite the degenerate Yank 
With hi
 blood-
pattered idol of gold, 
\Vho, his birthright, for cash tn the bank, 
.A. nd political pottage has sold. 
T}wn we send our Door boys to the W3.r 
\Vith a prayer that they keep thpm
elves 
clean, 
And we purchase a .;;hining new car, 
Praying harder for cheap gasoline. 


\Ve detest the fal "\e Bulgars and Greeks: 
Thev must learn to be true to their frict1(I
: 
They - have proved themselves traitorc;: awl 
sneaks, 
lJsing war for their own selfish end
. 
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nut our grafters their pockets may fill, 
\Vhile valiantly "vaving the flag, 
Caring nothing who settlps the bill, 
If they only get off with the swag, 


We ah..hor the unspeakable Turk, 
For his orgies of nntrder and shame, 
His dete-stable devilish \York 
Done in honor of Allah's fair name; 
Then we pray as the Pharisee prayed, 
\Vhile afar off the publican stoorl, 
But forget the Creator ha" rnade 
A 11 the (' h ilrl ren of men of on e blood. 


c:=::::J 


NURSE CAVELL 


N (n"ember, 1915 
This world has spots made holy 
By deeclc;; or lives of love, 
lIas shrines where high and lowly 
Alike, their hearts may prove; 
This ag'e
 when faith might falter 
!\1irl shriek of shot and shell, 
Has added one more altar, 
The grave of Nurse Cavell. 


She cared for sick and dying, 
Knew neither frienrl nor foe, 
She spent her strength in trying 
To heal a neighbor's woe, 
For deeds by love inspired 
The Kaiser'c;; Yen

cance fell 
On form so frail and tired, 
Heroic Nurse Cavell. 


\Vhat though the Prussian kultur 
Now threatened her \yith death; 
She t11et the c;;creamÌng- vulture 
In simple, quiet faith, 
"I am an English woman, 
I love my country well, 
nut m'l1st not hate a foeman," 
Said kinrlly Nnrse Cavell. 
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She faced the guns with even, 
Caln1, fearless, English eyes, 
And then, her foes forgiven, 
11ade willing sacrifice; 
Thus, at the n1idnight hour, 
In Prussian prison cell, 
Crushed by a tyrant's power, 
Died Christlike Nurse Cavell. 


But whcn no n10re war legions 
In battles fierce are hurled. 
\Vben, to retTIütest regions, 
Peace reigns thronghout the world; 
Where'er beyond the wat{'r
 
The Briitsh peoples d\\Tell 
1f()ther
 will tell their da1..1ghtèrs 
The tale of N ur
e Cavell. 


c=:1 


'TT,N AS EVER THUS 


N ovenlber, 1916 
o preacher, prophet, l11artyr, sage, 
\ Vhose Il1Pssage falls on heedless ears, 
Dethink that unrepentant age 
\Vhen Noah preached for six score years; 
See I.;;rad to Baal bowed, 
The per=-,ecuting Pharisee, 
Anrl all the loayes ancl fishes crowd 
Beside the .;;eà of Galilee, 


o patriot of humble birth, 
With heart to help a fellow l11an, 
To reconstruct the things of earth 
Upon a nobler, wiser plan; 
The curse that l11ars the lowly born 
\Vil1 dog your footsteps till y_our death, 
The proud J udeans' words of scorn, 
"N 0 good thing cOtnes from Nazareth." 


o mother, when your son lies dead, 
You hate this cruel world of blood, 
Yon pay the price, with grief bowed head, 
The age-old price of motherhood. 
'Twas thus Eve l110urned o'er Abel's loss, 
Na 0111 i grieved in tents of Shel11, 
'Twas thus she wept beside the cross 
\Vho bore a son in Bethlehem. 
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o soldier with the shattered breast, 
Beside the shell swept Flanders road, 
The One who gives the weary rest 
Knows all the burden of your load. 
The anguished thirst, the bitter pain, 
A Father's face He could not see, 
The hate of man, sin's awful stain, 
He bore them all on Calvary, 


c:=::=J 


EGO 


The ego of the hun1an race, 
The sordid love of self, 
\Ve see it in life's hurried chase, 
The grafter's 
Teed for pelf. 
The horror of the battle field, 
The killed, the 111aÌ1ned, the blind, 
The beaten foe, too proud to yield, 
The ego of n1ankind. 


The ego of the hU111an race, 
The poison in our blood, 
The lying tongue, the double face, 
J usticè and Truth withstond. 
The heavy ta
k, the scanty pay, 
The be
!"gar with his bone, 
The rich young tnan who went away, 
The king- upon his throne. 


The eg-o of the human race, 
The subtle serpent's lie 
No toilsome ycars can e'er efface, 
"Ye "hall not surely die." 
Eyp still by serpcnt's- word beguiled, 
The curse on Hatn that fell, 
poor outcast Hagar's starving child, 
Cities where Lot might dwell. 


The ego of the hUlnan race, 
The toil each day bring-s in, 
The idlers in the market place, 
The sorrow and the 
in; 
Bequeathed from pre-historic SIre, 
In Turk and Teuton still, 
The ape's inordinate desire, 
The tiger's lust to kill, 
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FREEDOM 


\Ve're fighting now for liberty 
\Vhcre'er our armies are, 
WE wouldn't want our king to be 
A Kaiser, or a Czar. 
\Ve want no rabbi with his book, 
No priest in saDIe stole, 
For priest and rabbi ne'er can brook 
The freedom of the soul. 


\Ve 111UQ be free, to work, or play, 
Or loaf, ju
t when we Eke, 
And if we 
et too little pay, 
Be free to go on strike: 
And if, perchance, we gain our goal, 
And wealth to us should con1e, 
\Ve n1lIst be free to take OiIr toll, 
Frnn1 worktuan's scanty crumb. 


\Ve 11lu....t be free to hit the buoze 
That steals our children's bread, 
Thf' cash that ought to buy thetn shot's, 
Pour down our necks instead. 
\V p mnq be fret' to come anrt go; 
No T'hISS nor Hun are we, 
There's nothing grander here below 
Thah British libertv. 


Rut when, from nations drowned In tears, 
For crimes bv Kai"er clone, 
The cry goes forth L)r volunteers 
To comp and fig-ht the Hun; 
\V e mu
t be=' free at home to stay, 
Whilp otners take their chance 
"Of finclin
 little hnmes of clav" 
Tn Flanclf'rs or in France. 



 


TWENTY YEARS AFTER 


Noyetnber, 1!J17 
Whcre men make bloody sacrifice, 
And pile the earth with slain, 
Kind 1\.fother Nature ever trie" 
Tc cover up the stain. 
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'1Iid charnel of the tiger's den 
1vfay pure white lilies blow, 
And on the graves of warlike tl1e T 'l 
The peaceful daisies grow, 


The grass is all the greencr now 
\Vhere tuen n10st fiercely strove, 
And maids nlay hear on Vin1Y's brow 
The cooing of the dove, 
Where cannon roared bY' night and day, 
And tuen in thousands fell, 
The sunny heaclerl children play, 
And pick up bit
 of shell. 


Where once raged war's infernal din, 
And bullets fell like rain 
The peaceful peasants gather in 
A hundred fold of grain; 
And where men plied the deadly 'steel, 
_\nd blood ran red like wine, 
\Ve see the holy sisters kneel 
Hcside the rebuilt shrine, 


And over on thc rising ground 
The fre
h young maples stand 
To Inark the graves of those who found 
Death in a foreign land; 
Hf're women of the nameless woes, 
Still pray when day is done, 
That God will rest the souls of those 
Who straferl the hellish Hun. 


c:=::J 


FAITH 


N ovenlber, 1917 
The soldier, when the war began, 
Presmned the cause was right, 
But didn't ask the catnpaign's plan; 
His duty was to fight. 
The child, with all things yet to prove, 
S(iH thinks the world is fair, 
While trusting in a ITlother's love, 
And in a father's care, 
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The patient 'neath the surgeon's knife 
Unconscious is, and still, 
The only hope to save his life 
Is in the doctor's skill. 
The fanner sows in faith his seed, 
And trusts the sun and rain, 
11ealHvhile he fights the choking weed 
That grows anlong the grain, 


The planets in their orbits roll, 
The scasons con1e and go, 
The angry seas own God's control, 
His care the sparrows know, 
nut we, by pride l11ade oyer bold t 
Face Providence unawed, 
And like the patriarch of old, 
Preslnne to question God. 


Ten thousand prayers in discord rIse 
From church and cloister ditn, 
vVhen will we cease our feeble cries, 
And trust the world to Him? 
'Tis Hi
 the broken heart to bind, 
To he3.1 the serpent's bite, 
The judge is He of all mankind, 
And shall He not do right? 


c:==:::I 


EVERYBODY HELPING 


March, H)17 


If you want a fine new car, 
Do without, 
If you like a good CIgar, 
Cut it out, 
Thrift will help to win the war, 
There's no doubt, 


I f you are too old to fight, 
You can pay, 
T f vou think war isn't right, 
- You can pray, 
Help to crush the Kaiser's n1ight 
As you may, 
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If you are a Tory gay, 
Or a Grit, 
Thro\v your politics away, 
Do your bit, 
War is now the galne to play; 
You are it. 


If you have good things to eat, 
Pack a box, 
I f you are a maidcn neat, 
I{nit smne soC'ks, 
I{eep the soldier's tired feet, 
Off the rock
, 


Get a pH::C'e of land on spec, 
Plow and sow, 
There's a place for every peck, 
Y o.u can grow. 
Swat tre Kaiser in the neck, 
I "'sue rim a nassag-e check 
Down helow. 


r:::==I 


THE WORLD'S OVERDRAFT 


tray, 1917 
On life's broad fields, whate'er we sow, 
'Tis certain we shall reap; 
The watching scribes, above, below, 
Sotuewhere a record keep. 
The faithless church, the lying creed 
Teaching that wrong is right, 
The childless home, the heartless greed, 
The jealousy and c;;pite. 


The feasting, 
elfish, idle rich, 
The llUngry, hardened poor, 
The drunkard lying in the ditC' 1 1, 
The hrothel's open door; 
\Vhate'er we do, where'er we dwdJ, 
\Vhate'er our nalnes or creed:" 
They total up in heaven \)r hell, 
The sun} of all our deeds. 


\V e thou
llÌ the race was to the -,wift, 
The batt 1e to the strong, 
Like ma"
f!ers with boat adrift, 
We heard the sirens' song, 
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\Ve put our trust in anllies va;t, 
In battleships and l11arts, 
\Ve deemed but hoodoos of the past 
The prayers fron1 hUtllan hearts. 


So heayy grew the moral dcbt 
Of every class and rank, 
No further credit could we get 
At Satétn's privrttc bank. 
The wealth bf"
towed bv 
ea and hi.nd 
\ V e sl}uandcrC'd in a day, 
The devil took our notec;; of hand, 
A nel no\\' t 1 1ere 's hell to pay. 


T!1c \\'crld will (lrnwn in blued and tears, 
Þ-. nd fanlÌnè 
talk abroad, 
)Til Illen repent their sordid years 
And hUtllbly call on God. 
This cruel war the l{aiser 11lade, 
(The worst since Satan fell,) 
\Vill end \"hen all the world has paid 
Its overòraft on hell. 


r:==::J 


SLACKERS 


'.Ve condplun t a<;; selfish slackers, 
Those not willing to enlist 
To oppose the Prussian Kultur 
And the T(ai.;;er's iron fist, 
nut they're not the only slackers, 
Those who will not go and fight. 
For eyery man's a slacker 
Who does less now than he might. 


There are slackers In the pulpit, 
In the elder's cushioned pe,,', 
Anrl all through the cpngregati(,t1 
There are slackers not a fe\\'. 
ThC're are slackers in the worksh"D, 
There are slackers on the farm, - 
Anò slackers do\yn in Parliament 
\Vho
e defe
t would do no harm. 


Some munition men are ",lackers, 
And <;;ome \
;h() store our food, 
While they dream of higher profits 
A nd of interest accrued. 
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\Ve condenln the youthful shirker 
And we say his heart's not right, 
But there's tllany an arrant slack
r 
Not eligible to fight, 


So let each and all get busy, 
If we would the Kaiser thrash, 
FrotH the man who owns t!le tnillion'ì 
To the girl who slings the hash, 
All the wOtllen busy knitting, 
All the tllen out hoeing beans, 
For the war tllay be decided 
TIy the work behind the scenes. 


c=::=:J 


THE LOYAL BLACKS 


August, 1917 


Three years ago the war began, 
Three years ago to-day 
The Etnpire's cal1 to every tnan 
\Vas either fight or pay. 
Some men the country well could 
pa:"e 
Tt-;,eir clear-cut d11ty 51llln 
Hut al1 the Blacks haye done their sh3.re 
To help defeat the Hun, 


:My brother JinI, who worked by spells 
(He had a lazy streak) 
Is busy no,,," inspecting shells 
At forty bones a week. 
And Jack, of course, is rather young, 
He's just nineteen or so, 
And Tom had trouble with his lung 
A hout twelve years ago, 


11 v hrother Ben woulrl like to fight, 
The K
iser makes nim wild, 
Bnt if he went 'twould not be right, 
He has a wife and child. 
I cannot lease my farn1 and store, 
\Vith pricès soaring higher, 
If times keep good for two years more 
I think I can retire, 


A1thotH
h we didn't volunteer 
An(l learn the soldier's art, 
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We hold SOllIe good positions here 
And bravely do our part, 
\Vhile some the khaki suits have d o n:1ed, 
And in the trenches slave 
\Ve put into a war loan bond 
Each dollar we can save. 


nut there are lots of husky chap=-, 
Could go as well as not, 
There's Arthur Mee and Joe perhaps, 
Paul Pierce and Barney Bott, 
And Peter Jones and Sam Delong, 
.And Jack Smith'
 hired man, 
Ant! Scottv 1\10ss, and Wesley Strong, 
A nd Billy Barlow's Dan. 
And Robert Green and Walter White, 
A nd others I could name; 
When these refuse to go and fight 
It is a burning shame; 
I think thev should be forced to go, 
Conscription is the plan 
To catrh these chaps so very slow 
An(l make them play the man. 
c:=:1 


THE TROUBLES OF TINO 


vVar pot is .;;till "tewing, 
Not a Si!ZIl of peace, 
Trouble now is brewing 
'Round the shores of Greece; 
Til10 n{ eds onr pity, 
Threatened by the Huns, 
Seaboard town and city 
Faced bv British gun"s. 
I f he he los tne Germans 
T .ose his job for life; 
If he favors Britain 
Ha" to squ
re nis wife. 
R 01rls no trnmps nor aces, 
Cannot take a trick, 
Carrlc;; are all Gueen's faces, 
Tino'" feeling sick. 
Titîn nevpr whistles, 
Neither does he sIng, 
Rf'rl nf fhorn" anò thistle'c;;: 
Who would be a king? 
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HAS THE WORLD GONE MAD? 


December, 1916 
What a lack of reason 
In this earthly throng! 
In and out of season 
Everything goes wrong; 
Over there in Europe 
Kaiser king and czar, 
Raise a tnighty flare up, 
Plunge a world in war. 


Neither king nor kaiser 
Do\\'n in Mexico, 
A re the people wiser? 
Echo answers, "No!" 
T}'pre, contending factions 
Murder, pillage, burn; 
Plunfler and exactions 
Everywhere you turn. 


Has the world gone crazy? 
A re the men all fools? 
Is nur thinking hazv, 
Spite of all nur schools? 
t==:J 


THE TREES 


The wind that through the forest blows 
Mav 
catter leaves and blnssoms wide, 
The parents tree but firmer grow" 
When by the tempest torn and tried. 


Tbe stately oak withstands the storm 
That rocks its boughs in fierce
t strife; 
The winds that shake its sturdy form 
Rut give a det-per, stronger Ïife. 


The maplè leaves are falling fast, 
The sug2.r groyes look gaunt and gnrn, 
But sap wi11 flow when winter's past, 
A nd sweetness course through every Jimb. 


The mightv eucalyptus tree 
Rut sheds its bark at winter's call 
J ts leaves retain their greenery, 
And yield a curing oil for all. 


57 


c 


c 



ú 


c 


A seedling in the J\1a()rïs titnc J 
.N 0',,", toughened by a thousand ga
f.:s, 
Straight stands the kauri in its prime
 
Fit ma5t for proildest ship that sails, 


Drooping its weary fronds, the pahn 
In sorrow stands on sun-baked plair. 
Till C01nes, like blessed healing balnl, 
The early and the latter rain. 
The noble banyan dying lives, 
In youth 'twould shield a single Inan, 
In age its spreading shelter gives 
Shade for a prince's caravan. 


No weaklings these, their roots deep dùwn 
In l\10t her Earth retain their hold. 
To heaven they raise a leafy crown, 
Sounrl-hearted, loyal, earnest-
ouled_ 
t:=:] 


WHO KNOWS 


The pessimist 
OUr lot is cast in evil day
 
We almost lose o.ur faith in God, 
We cannot comprehend His ways, 
N or recognize His chast'ning rod. 
To stem the Hun's relentless tread, 
His hYlnns of hate, his crimes of Cain 
We give our daily toll of dead, 
Rut wonder if 'tis all in vain. 


The Optimist 
Brave men nUlst fight, brave men must hIl, 
\Vhene'er a tyrant lifts his head; 
When Freedon1 "ounrls her battle call, 
\V e mu
t not gruó.ge our noble dead, 
E'en now tne vi
tor's' shouts we hear, 
On blood bought hill, o'er shpl1-
wept pla:n; 
The end of tvrannv is near, 
Our struggle has not been in vain. 


The Socialist 
If. when our cheering shall have died, 
No more for sordid gain we Dlan, 
Rut sf,ed the hoofs an(l horns of pride, 
And strive to help our fellow man, 
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So each will get a fair return 
For labor done by hand or brain 
And none can take what others earn; 
The war will not have been in vain, 


The Anarchist 
If ::, till the selfish creed we preach 
Of pleasure, ease and strife for gold; 
Employer, and ernployee, each 
Resentful, greedy, uncontrolled; 
Then poor men still will curse the great, 
And hellish hordes will rise again 
\Vith hungry, hardened, Hunnish hate; 
Thi
 war will have been fought in vain. 


t=:=::I 


AFTERW ARDS 


\Vhen the war shall have cea
ed with :ts 
sorro\v, 
I t
 hunger, and horror and hell, 
I n the dawn of a brighter to-tnorrow, 
\Vhat tale will historians tell? 
\Vill the nations get records of glory: 
Of cowardice, courage or crilne, 
\Vhen the 
ages '-ecord the tr-ue story, 
To rin
 down the decades of time? 


\Ve believe that some peoples now hroke
1, 
A n(l crushed bv the Tn rk and the If un 
\Vil1 arise frotn their dal-kness nnspoken, 
And stand in the light of the sun. 
And it may be that Germans, grown wi
er 
And tandlt at so fearful a cost. 
\Vill have nan
ed their contemntihle Kai;;('r 
A nfl reg-aincfl the fair name thev have 1: ,
t. 


\Ve helipvp that the allies now fightiTl
, 
A no l'wishing hill ions untold, 
\Vill have found, in the wrong tInt I1c('(I.. 
righting-, 
A service far better than gold: 
That in hearin[
 the load of another, 
Tn nepding the cry of the pained, 
Tnat in staying the feet of a hrother, 
Fresh strength for themseIve" \ViP hayc 
gatnpo. 
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And some lands that now cravenly stuùy 
The getting of guerdons and gaIn, 
1[av have found their gold blasted and blooùy, 
And tarnished by tears for the slain; 
And because they dishonoured their stations 
Wcre weak when they should havc been 
strong, 
May be treated with scorn by the nation
, 
A byword and hissing aI1l0ng, 


So the scribe will set down in his pages 
The story the centuries tell, 
That, for sin, death is still the tr.ue wages, 
And broad the road leading to hell. 


c==J 


GERMAN SECURITIES FALL 


The British guns have spoken 
And Bill lnay lose his crown, 
The Genllan line IS broken, 
And saur-kraut is do\vn. 


The gallant French are stonning 
The Huns with iron hail; 
They've given Fritz a warning, 
And lilllburger is 
tale. 


The Russ is westward pushill
, 
Herding the Huns like sheep, 
Thns enrls the big four flushing, 
And liverwurst is cheap, 


King Victor's brave Italians 
Are driving back pell-mell 
The Austrian battalions 
And weiners will not sell. 


'fhe Belgians, too, are holding 
Their end up with the rest, 
They hear the Teutons scolding, 
Dologna's past its best. 


Rournanians, and others, 
Who now are standing pat 
Will call thc allies brothers 
When lager beer goes fIat. 
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TROUBLE IN THE TRENCHES 


The true story of the difficulty on the Rt1

i:ln 
front. 


Septembcr, 1917 
\Vhen Slav and Russ had raised a fuss, 
And sent their Czar a-kiting, 
Said Givinski to Blathersi, 
"We've done enough of fighting." 


"I've got a cough," wheezed Kil1manoff, 
"Frotll working in the trenches, 
I'd rather fight a dogguned sight, 
Than put up with the stenches. 


I want to quit and take a sit 
In 
Oll1e place clean and brighter, 
I et those who like cotne down the pike 
To strafe the German blighter." 


"I've got the itch," growled f>irtovitch, 
"Bog spavin and lun1bago," 
"I'm never dry," swore Goshallski, 
"I smell worse than a Dago," 


"This cheese is high," grouched Buttinski 
"No hungry rat would eat it." 
"This meat is tough," whined I vanuff, 
"I think we ought to beat it." 


"I
. makes me mad," storn1
d ,;ra/.cmbad, 
The prevalcnce of ve nll 111. 
ICy ou've =-,aid it right," owned Gotabite, 
"I'nl lousy as a German." . 


Said Takemoff, "OUI" lives are rough 
In these here blooming ditches, 
nut mine's the worst by half a ver<;;t, 
Since some guy stole my breeches." 


Their P2Y was back, their belts wcre slack, 
Each n1an hi" troubles blurted. 
With C111pty gun
 tc, face the Huns, 
Small \yonder they deserted, 
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THE WORSHIPPERS 


W 0 Sing was just a hcathen blind, 
A dull insensate clod, 
Yet somehbw to his darkened nlÌnd, 
There caIne a thought of God. 
He shaped an idol out of clay, 
And to it bowed his knee; 
K 0 onp had t?ught him how to pray, 
Abs, the poor Chi nee ! 


An al-tist took his brush and paint, 
t\nd on his canvas board, 
He wrought a picture of a saint, 
And ca1ted it Christ the Lord; 
\\Tith patient hanel, and wonclrou't skin, 
Retouched that kindly face, 
nut thoug-ht it ever lacking still, 
In maj esty and grace, 


A preacher in his pulpit stood, 
(His words the people trust,) 
His message, was that God is good, 
And knows nlankind is dust. 
He drew a picture of a Lord, 
On1niscient, pure and kind, 
His tho-ughts, His purposes, Hi
 word, 
Too high for hUlnan nlÌnd. 


The Kaiser has conceived a god, 
To rule o'er sea and land, 
With strong, remorseless, tron rod, 
In Hohenzollern hand; 
A god who honors lies and fraud, 
And mean hypocrisy, 
A boastful, bloody, brutal god, 
The god of Germany, 


And thus we all our idols tl1ake, 
As our conception i't, 
And pray our Fétther, but to t
_ke, 
Our helpless han(ls in His; 
To give us each a ray of hope, 
To each a message bring, 
Each ki!1g and kaiser, priest and pope, 
Fach humble pOOt' vVo Sin
. 
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TO JEAN BAPTISTE 


o Jean Baptiste! do nut resist 
The military act, Jean; 
You like to fight, the cause is right, 
(Y ou know this is a fact, Jean.) 
\Vhen tasks are hard, 'tis not, old pard, 
Your way to ever shirk, Jean; 
The saw-log jam, luills, woods and dam 
All tell how w('l1 you work, Jean, 


It i
n't fear that keeps you here, 
You're active, brave" ant 1 strong, Jean; 
But in thi:-; scrap, by SOlne mishap, 
\Ve got vou going wrong, Jean. 
In dear old France, the Huns adyance 
vVith bul1et, bOlllb and gas, Jean, 
I t's hardly sqU3.re that you're not therc; 
(Hank Bourassa's an ass, Jean.) 


That wc may ,vin, v'.)U must begin 
T'() help mfjrc In tLi::. flg'ht, Jean, 
The die i" ca--t, forget our past 
I ntoler3.nce and :;;píte, J can, 
The things you l,n'e may worthless prove, 
If) on don't get your 
nn, J can: 
Your wnnd". and mines, yonr homes 3nd 
shrines, 

1ay all go to the Hun, Jean. 


Our kinsn1cn hrave, acros
 the wave. 
The Kai"er have defied, Jean, 
TIritish and French, in bloody trench, 
Are fig'hting side by side, Jean. 
\Vherc dutv leads, what mattcr creeds, 
(ìr what 'baptistnal font, J can? 
So let us sin[>;-"Long live the king" 
A.nd 
nin the bnnne entente, J pan. 

 


THE LOST TRIBES 


We read about the tribes disperscd, 
That Israclitish h()
t. 
Condemned and e'
ile(Í, sin-accnrsed, 
ArrlOng the GentiIe
 l()
t, 
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\"^Ie wonder what st!"ar.ge paths they walk, 
In what far land they dwell, 
Where now does Reuben feed his flock, 
And Joseph buy and sell? 


In search of thelll we vainly roam 
Throu
h distant, foreign states, 
Then find a people nearer h01ne 
\i\Tith alJ the Hebrew traits. 
Thev seize the heathen nations' land, 
A;1d hold it by the sword, 
And deem themselves a righteous band, 
The chosen of the Lord. 


'fhey deem thern"eh'es a righteous band, 
A nd for religion's sake 
They bïavely compass sea and land 
One pro...elyte to make. 
They drive poor Hagar fr01n their homes 
The wilderness to search, 
\Vhile Abrahan1, forsooth, becomes 
A pillar in the church. 


They scorn their dreaming brother's right 
To visions he nlay have, 
And to the warring IsllInaelite 
They sell him as a slave. 
'l}ntTIoyed thev hear the cry of patn, 
Old Jacob's wailing not
, 
"'An evil beast TOY son has slain, 
There's blood on Joseph's coat." 


When wearied OIl the desert track, 
\Vith hunger fc:.int and weak, 
Egyptian flesh pots lure them back, 
Tr.e g-adic and the leek. 
The fruitful promised land they view, 
nut fear to enter in. 
Anel wander still, a faithless crew, 
The \i\1ildernet's of Sin. 


Thpir enemies hefore them flee, 
Their foemen's gates they hold, 
But Esau's hirthrig-ht still we see 
To craftv T acoh sold. 
Thev worshio Aaron's goldpn calf, 
TInt scorn his oriestlv roò, 
Anrt whpn from "f\{an:Jh's "nrings they quaff, 
Thpy tnttrmllr al!ainst God, 
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Though David's sceptre stil1 renlains 
\Vith Judah's royal line, 
On Leah's sons are bloody stains, 
Anrj Ephriam's drunk with wine; 
Ulind Sampson, by Delilah's shears, 
Is made, grind Dagon's corn, 
Bnt only in a thousand years 
I s there a 11:oses born. 


c::::=:::I 


RELIABILITY 


Britannia's word \Vas spoken 
The feeble to defend, 
That pronlÌse was not broken, 
She kept it to the end, 
Britannia's word is good, 
Tried, tested, proved in blood, 
In eyery land, 'tnid snow or sand, 
She for the truth has stood. 


Dr! 
 al1nia borrowed mil1ions 
I n thrifty (!:lYs of old, 
Now, WhPI1 shp asks ÍOï billions, 
She al\Ya vs get" the gold. 
Thitannia's -not'e is gnofÌ, 
She 
igns 1t with her blood, 
Each prolni "E: n1
de, sh e ful1y paid, 
Let cost be what it would. 


Britannia's sons ar
 falling, 
The proud, the strong, the gay, 
The
' heard th
ir mother calling, 
They would not say her, nay, 
Rritanr,ia's ,;word is good, 
She draws it when she should, 
The flag that flies 'neath all the skies 
A thousand years has stood, 
c::=:::J 


THE McLEANS 


The heather's on fire. McLeans from the hyre, 
The hamlet, the city, the wide open p!ains, 
The lairds and rapscal1ions fill up the hat- 
talions 
With blue blood, with true blood, the loyal 
McLean". 
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'rhey hear the drU1u", rattle, they ru...;h to the 
battle, 
(Each tnan In the clan a base coward dis- 
dains) , 
l"hey die in their glory, the trenches are gory 
\Vith red blood, with shed blood of gallant 
1\1 cLeans. 
Afar on the heather, where hame folk fore- 
gather, 
The pibroch is wailing a dirge for the 
1ain, 
T'he wotnen are weeping-, their lane vigils 
keeping, 
Sair, .;;air, are the hearts in the clan u' 
f c- 
TÆan. 


But monv will stick it, till Kaiser Rill's lickit, 
And d
)ontrodden people get back a their 
aIn, 
Then ß1aids will stop greeting, for soon they'll 
be l11eeting 
The bonnie braye lads 0' the clan 0' 11c- 
J .ean. 


c:::=:::::::J 


FARMER JOHN SPEAKS HIS MIND 


1Iay, 1917, 
Those fellows duwn in parliamcnt 
Have kicked up such a fuss, 
That now we seem election bent 
To clean up all the 1l1USS. 
The Grits are sharpening their swords 
To give the Tories fits, 
\Vhile they, \vith scorching bitter words 
Denounce the faithless Grits. 


All out of doors is fresh and green, 
But no more green tnan we 
\Vhn help to run the Grit machine, 
Or bow the Torv knee, 
We hear the stride
nt party call 
In words no one believes; 
The Liberals are traitors all, 
The Tories all are thieves, 
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The birds are singing in the trees, 
Old Summer's back at last, 
The lilacs scent the morning breeze, 
The crops are growing fast; 
\Vhy should we leave these peaceful scenes, 
And don our vests and coats, 
fo hear those chaps who spilled the beans 
Slangwhanging- for our votes? 


I f we give heed to every tale 
Told when the campaign's hot, 
The Tories all should be in jail, 
The Grits should all be shot, 
Let's raise more chickens, calves and shoats, 
The politicians shun, 
Let's grow more beans and wheat and oats, 
Anò heIp defeat the Hun. 


c:::=:=::J 


WHEN THE GAME ISN'T FAIR 


As we struggle up life's hillside 
Where the road is hard and long, 
Weak, discouraged, tired, lonely, 
And eyerything gone wrong, 
When we see sorne men refusing 
Their allotted load to bear, 
\Vhile their brother's back is breaking, 
Then we know the game's not fair. 


\Vhen we see some men grow wealthy, 
While their brothers die in France, 
vVe rebel at the injustice, 
And demand an even chance; 
\Vhen we see some children hungry, 
\Vith no decent clothes to wear, 
And some other stuffed and pampered, 
Then we know the game's not fair. 


When we haye to pay high taxes 
On our littl.e wooden shack, 
Though the mortgage i
n't settleò 
Anò the interest is back, 
When the rich man'
 
tately mansion, 
Doesn't pay its proper share, 
And he lies about his income, 
Then wp know the game's not fair. 
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When we read in all the papers 
How our boys are strafing Fritz, 
Throwing bombs into his trenches 
For to blow hiIn all to bits, 
When we think of hiln that started 
This vile war, then \ve declare 
If the Kaiser goes unpunished 
\Ve shall know the gan1e's not fair, 


c:=:::J 


HEINIE'S HOLLER 


J
ritty soon now fiie years vill De done 
Since ve mar-ch into Re1giulll von day, 
But since den some beeg rifers have run 
Troo de pridges, I tink ail de vay, 
Den already de tings seemed so blain, 
Ven ve shart ouch to lick de whole vorld 
Ve vas sure dat us Shenllans vould reIgn 
Shoost verefer our flag va" unfurled, 


For to see dat sorne ting" can't pe done 
\ 11 doc;e Junker man's head5 vas too tick, 
lTnd, in
hteac1 of a blace in de sun, 
Ve haf got, vot yon call, arm,vshtick. 
V ot dot armyshtick baper's aboudt 
I can't get troo dis headpiece of mine 
nut dosp fel1ers dot von wrote it ondt, 
lTnrI us fellers dat lost had to sign. 


Shoost so soon vas òat Annyshtick made 
Den rIo
e allies òey run de whole show, 
For alrp:ldy òeir plans vas all laid 
Ven ve back into Shermanv go. 
Derp vas feller
 from England .uncI France, 
1 T nd Yankeps, T talians und J aps, 
Mit some hohoes òat all get a chance 
From some blaces not marked on de map
. 


For six months now òey talk: .und dey shmoke, 
,\fit no Shermans at all in de game 
l]nd òey tink up von pully goat shoke, 
Den dev tell U
 to write down our néln1f'. 
Dev vo"uld take all our tnoney unò ships, 
Und òose hlace in de sun (ht ve got, 
nut \ve ain't nandiní! oudt no free trins, 
lJnd won't sign no beace òreaty like dot. 
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WHAT WE WON 


\Vas it for this, I want to know, 
'VVe saw Our boys to Flanders go; 
For this that Belgium suffered so, 
That France withstood the ruthless fo
, 
And said "No further shalt thou go," 
That Serbia was plunged in woe, 
And women wept along the Po; 
That Poles were herded to and fro, 
And Anzacs died at Gallipo; 
That Britain let her plans all go, 
l...aid bar
 her breast, and took the blow, 
\nd held the seas 'neath sun and snow 
Danger above and death below; 
That Uncle Sam, though rather slow 
To scrap the doctrine of 1fonroe, 
Got bt1
y at the final show? 


For years of blood and tears, although 
\Ve boast the Kaiser's overthrow, 
The net results seem these. I trow, 
That profiteers pile up the dough, 
And gather where they did not sow, 
That scythes of death fresh harvests mow, 
\Vhere Bolshevi
ts fierce whiskers grO\L 
And no Hun yet has eaten crow; 
That \Vild Sinn Feiner
, fallen low, 
Plan proud Britannia's overthrow, 
Save these the world can little show, 
But wooden crosses, row on row, 
In Flanders fields, where poppies blow, 


c==:I 


THE HOME COMING 


July 1st, 1919 
N ow that Heinie is licked to a frazzle, 
And Fritzie is clipped in the cOtnb, 
W 
're holding a big razzle-dazzle 
To welcome our soldier boys home. 
They bore thetnselves brave in the battlc 
They kept themselves clean on parade, 
They herded the Bosches like cattle 
In tnany a nerve-racking raid. 
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In order to do the boys j.ustice, 
We need all the help we can get, 
\Vithout it the contract will bust us 
And swalnp the comInittee with debt. 
So we want all old timers of Winghanl, 
(Although the good town has gone dry) 
Fast as railroad or auto can bring 'em, 
To come on the first of July, 


Perhaps you've grown rich on the prairies, 
Your farm in town lots you have sold, 
Or, with products of wheat fields and dairies, 
Have lined all your pockets with gold, 
Or it Inay be. your harp strings are rusted, 
Your Ineasun::s all halting and lame, 
Perhapc; you're discouraged and busted, 
And tired of playing the game, 


I f so, come to Wingham this summer, 
Forget the world's trouble and strife, 
Our program will sure be a hummer, 
We'll give you the titne nf your life, 
\Ve'll tnake no untitnely suggestions, 
Concerning the length of your stay, 
N or ask you itnpertinent questions 
About what you've done while away. 


II 
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FRITZ FINDS FAULT 


("Canadians are using lacrosse sticks to 
thruw han(l grenades into German trenches." 
- News Itcm
) 


"Dcre is SOlne tings not right in dis schrap, 
For dose English :lnd French don't fight fair 
Ven dey pring in de Turco and J ap 
UncI de Hindu and beeg Russian bear; 
nut already n
 goot Sherman mans 
Ve vas ending dot var britty quick', 
Till dey shtart oop c;;orne tnore dirty blan.;;, 
Ven dose poys viII trow bombs mit a shtic'<. 


Ve don't Inind some old rifles und guns, 
N or dose airships uncI DreacInough ts uncI 
tings, 
V (' don't care if dey call us de Huns, 
x UncI vp laugh at de song òat dey StIlgs: 
nut dose tenfels frOln Canada come, 
Dey vould blay us Yon n1ean shabby trick, 
For V(' can't get avay from de bomb 
Dat cIpy trow fron1 de end of a shtick. 


Ven ve tink ve are safe for de cIay, 

fit 
oot "auc;,;age and saurkraut fi1led, 
Dose Canadians shtart oop to blay 
Mit a gan1e cIat ve nefer haf dri1led. 
Ven ve see doc;;e tin!!s flv troo de air 
Den alreadv ve fe
l b
itty sick; 
I f <ley hit us dev don't seem to care, 
V cn dpy trow dose old bombs mit a 
htick. 


V pn ve shoots a1l our cartridge avay, 
UncI de vagons don't pring any more; 
Ven our shells !let tnore scarce efry day, 
Mit our shirts und our breechaloons tore, 
UncI de shmokes und de limburger done 
(Dot is c;;preading it on britty tick), 
Den I tells yOU it isn't no fun 
Vcn do
e Ì)oys vill trow bOlnbc;; mit a shtick. 
x Tipperary_ 
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FRITZ HAS ANOTHER GROUCH 


(The Germans say that if it hadn't been f0r 
the Canadian Rats they would have gC\t 
through to Calais.-News Item.) 


Dere's a tmg dat I'll nefer furshtay, 
Yen ve shtart oop dat goot poison gas, 
Vv dose Rats don't get oudt of de vay, 
So u
 Shermans to Ypres can pass. 
Ven ve shoots all our cartridge avay, 
Dat's already deir time to retreat; 
V ot's de use so ve n1ake de beeg fight, 
If dose Rats don't know ven dey get beat? 


1fit de gas dey gets britty soon killed, 
Den ve send dem de shrapnel some 1110re, 
Und de bombshell mit limburger filled, 
Dat vill shmell vorse dan Duffc1dorf'
 
shtore; 
But dose beggars con1e back' mit a rush, 
Und I twice mit deir bay'nets get pricked; 
Vat's de us so ve make de beeg push, 
If dose Rats don't know ven dey get licked? 


I 'won made some goot running', you pet! 
Ven dey come like vild teufels behin(l; 
All my life I vill dream of dem yet, 
For I touy;ht sure n1ine bapers vos signed, 
Dev came on mit a YUlnp und a yell 
'1'111 right into our trenches dey dashed; 
V ot's de u
e so ve trow de beeg shell, 
If rlose Rats dont' know ven dey get sma
h- 
ed? 


Ve haf tried efry blan dat ve knows, 
Rut to scare dem no vav haf ve found, 
(How ve vish dev had shtaved vere de snows 
Blow do
e maples und pines all around). 
Dav und night dev vill put oop de shcrap, 
Und alreadv ve lose vot ve got: 
V ot's de use for us setting- de trap, 
If rlo
e Rat
 don't know ven rlPy get cangnt 
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THE KAISER CONSULTS FRITZ 


Octuber, 1915 


Yen der Kaiser voulù shtart sunle beeg shtunt, 
All dose shwells den soon come to de front, 
Und de prince, und de king 
Seem to be de whole ting, 
11it old Fritz at de heel of de hunt, 


But 
omedilnes yen de Kaiser's in doubt, 
Und already can't find his vay oudt; 
Ven dose hard shpots he hits, 
Den he say-"11ine dear Fritz, 
V ot you tink
 of c1is peesness, old Scoudt?" 


So it vas nlÌt dose }unkers so shlick, 
Dey vould soon end dis var britty quick; 
Rut, shoost after de Marne 
De crawl unter de barn, 
For already dey feel tnighty 
ick. 


Den der kaiser say-"Fritzie, old chap, 
Let n1e know vot you tink of di
 schrap; 
Vill ve lick dose beeg shmokp, 
Or go britty soon proke, 

1it de faderland viped off de map?" 


Den I 
ay-"Dat's von very hard case; 
Can tree jacks beat four kings und some ace? 
Ven ve hafn't de card 
Ve tnust bluff britty hard, 
Or shoost trow down our hanò in disgrace. 


E like ch<:'ckers ve blay, don't forget 
Dey got more men dan ve haf, you bet! 
If ve makes sonle beeg schore, 
TTnd not Jnan off no more, 
Ve may shtop mit a draw, maype yet." 


Den der K,aiser <;ay-"Tanks, h1r. Straus:;, 
On your back òcre df)n't grow any moss; 
I'll shoost blay some more prank's 
On dose silly old Yanks" 
Den he gif me yon nice iron cross. 


74 


D_=- __-=--__ 


_ 0 



o - 
II 


II 


\, 


I 
!I 


I 
I 
D_-__ 


o 


FRITZ IN THE HOSPITAL 


Ven der Kai:-,cr his var bugles blow, 
Und say: "Fritz, to de front you mu
t go," 
Den it vasn't so strange, 
I vas glad for de change; 
But I hope mine Katrina don't know, 


Britty soon ve're de whole of de show, 
lJ nd like yater dose goot
 liquor
 flow; 
Ven, nlÌt vine und champaigne 
Ve got drunk in Louvain, . 
Dere vas tings nline Katrina don't know. 


Soon already, ve fight l11it de foe, 
For von year, und it seen1S britty slow; 
If 1'tn killed in de trench 
By dose English uncI French 
Den perhaps nlÌne K_atrina von't know. 


So dis time, yen dose hand grenades trow, 
Den I tinks soon it's tin1e for to go; 
T f tnine back's full mit lead, 
Not mine breast, nor mine head, 
Dat's von ting mine Katrina don't know. 


Yen dey takes me some blace down pelow, 
1fit tree hundred vite peds in von row; 
F0r dose nice English nurse 
x I forget dat beeg curse, 
nut I'm glad mine Katrina don't k'now. 
x Gott Strafe Eng-Iand! 
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FRITZ PHILOSOPHIZES 


Since I'm held in his hospital up, 
l-fine poor back full mit shrapnel und lead 
Ven I tink of der Kaiser und Krupp, 
Dere's a ting d3.t von't come troo tnine head, 
V ot alrEady I'm tinking aboudt, 
To pelieve in mine heart I can't yet, 
Dui de tnore dat I knows I find oucH 
Vy rlose Englishmans frightened don't get. 


Ve haf guns da t viII shoot forty miles, 
Dat de fort und de city òesthroys; 
Ve haf Zepps. of de latest new shtyles; 
Ye haf millions of men und more poys; 
Ve haf hundreds of unterseeboots 
Dat al1 ships from de ocean vill drive, 
Und ve kills, und ve burns, and ve shoots 
Till dere von't pe no English alive, 


But fnr none of dese tings vill dey shcare 
Tt'8 deir nerve (dat's, I tink, vat they call), 
Ven ye tink ve haf licked dem, I shwear 
Dat dose Eng1i
h Si100st laugh und play ball. 
nut yen Shermans get oudt from de trench, 
Den Vf' crawl avay sotnewhere to shmoke, 
,:\lit some schooners de beeg thirst to Quench, 
For already our hearts vas near proke. 


Ven dose English come on mit a run, 
Den deir officers lead all de vay; 
nut us Shern1ans get chained to de gun, 
Vile de boss in some safe blace vill shtay, 
11aype dat's vy ve frets cie cold feet, 
Und dose English don't scare vort a cent; 
For a private viI nefer redreat 
From de blace vere his lcader first ycnt. 
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FRITZ WRITES TO HIS FRAU 


Dear Katrina-Dis lettcr I write 
From van hospital, Sü111evere in France, 
For I get so proke oop in de fight 
Dat dis nlaype vill be mine last chance. 
Veil, I hold van whole trench py minese If, 
Mit some pays dat shoost come to de front; 
Britty soon dey get laid on de shelf, 
Den your Fritz have to do be beeg shtunt. 


Ven I shoot all dose English and French, 
Den already I tink" I vill shmoke, 
Den I hunts van safe blace in de trench, 
Vere de rain tnit de ground doesn't soak'. 
Soon I v
.ke mit a punch fron1 a gun, 
U nd I hear von Canadian say: 
"Come mit me, you darned shleepy old Hun," 
Den he shteal mine seegars all avay. 


Den de next ting I know I am here, 
For already de vorld had turned plack; 
Dat Canadian certaiu vas queer, 
For he carrv nle in on his back. 
From mine preast so n100ch hardvare got oudt 
Dritty 500n I can shtart von shmall shtore; 
If dere's any old j
lnk mans aboudt 
Dey might call at dis hospital door. 


Now Katrina don't vorry some more, 
Keep de grubs from de cabbage avay, 
Vnd pe sure dat you lock oop de door, 
Ven alone in de house you must shtay, 
Put some flowers on leetle Karl's grave; 
All de time now f'm glad he is dead; 
V ot's de use to grow oop shtrong uncI prave, 
Only shoost to get shot troo de head? 
Mine truly, Fritz, 
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KATRINA REPLIES TO FRITZ 


:Mine dear Fritz: It shoost makes me feel plue 
Ven I get 111e dat letter you write, 
For already mine fears haf conle true 
Dat you maype get hurt in dis fight, 
V ot's dE: use so vou tnake de beeg splash, 
Und you hold de whole trench py your se1f
 
Dat don't put no tnore meat in mine hash 
U nd not any nlore pread on mine shelf. 


Do you tink dat cler IZaiser "ill care? 
If he gifs you van cheap iron cross, 
\Ten I lose mine own Fritz I can't shparc, 
V ot vill dat do to make oop mine loss? 
Dritty soon all de Inen haf gone oudt, 
Und von't maype C01ne back any more; 
Dere's shoost left yet old Hans, mit de goudt. 
l
nd de Duffleclorf poy at de shtore, 


You viU now shtay yon prisoner yet, 
Till already de var is all done, 
But perhaps d:d's more safer, you pet} 
Dan to shtand in de front of de gun, 
Dere's shoost von ting I tell you; bevare 
Of dose nurse mit de shining plack eyes, 
If dey got some pink cheek's, und brown hair, 
Your Katrina is double deir size, 


V ut you tink, Fritz? Der Kaiser's n1en come, 
U nùer de cherries all pick from de tree", 
Den dey take all mine apples and plum, 
1 T:1n. mine ca rrots und cabbages seize; 
De potatoes dey got mit de rest, 
Und, pecause I vould raise YOn beeg row, 
Dev shoost tell me, pull down mit mine ve
t 
Ùnd dey can me yon noisy old frau. 
Yours yet, Katrina. 
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FRITZ WRITES AGAIN 


II 


Dear Katrinat-Dis letter you get 
So already you know how I vas; 
Veil, dere's yon ting dat troubles me yet, 
U nd I tells you de reason pecause; 
Dose nurse doctors you tink vas so gay 
Haf de heaves, unù blind staggers und gùut, 
Und dey trow dose nice cabbage avay 
Dat vould make me SOITIe goot saur-kraut, 


Und de limburger cheese dat you sent, 
Dat vas n1aking me feel shtrong und vel], 
Britty soon mit the garbage it vent, 
For do"e nurses dey don't like de shmel1. 
Ven I ask for pork sausages yonce, 
Den dey say, (vat I tells you is true,) 
"Don't yo.u know, you fat-headed old dunce, 
Dose vill gif you de tic-doul-our-eux." 


Dey von't let lTIe no liverwurst eat; 
For dey say it ain't fit for de crows. 
Ven I asI( for some shmiercase so shweet, 
Den dcy laug-h uncI dey turn up cleir nose, 
Dey shoost feed mt> some custards und jell 
Und some broth dat I drink 111it a cup, 
How rley tink T vill efer get yell 
If dey don't keep mine st0Hlach filled up? 


Ven dis var vill get ofer you pet! 
Den some pickled pig's feet I vill buy, 

1it bologna and shnapps, n1aype yet, 
Und some coffee to drink yen I'rn dry, 
Dritty soon to mine bed I musht go, 
So no more I can't write you shoost now: 
Gif mine luf to dose beeples ve know 
lTnd take some for yot1r
('1f, mine dear frau. 

{ine truly, Fritz. 
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KATRINA REPLIES 


Mine dear Fritz,- V ot to tink I don't know, 
Ven dose hospital letters I get, 
But mine tears dey vill run britty shlow, 
Till I hear some tings different yet, 
Ven you're sick like you tries to Inake oudt, 
V ot you vant mit some shmeircase to eat, 
Und pork sau'}ages, coffee and k'raut 
LT nd limburgt;r und pickled pig's feet? 


I shoost tink yoru contented might shtay, 
Till de var is all ofer und done, 

rit son1e custards und jells like you say, 
Dat is better dan facing de gun, 
Ve get nefer such goot tings like desc 
Here at horne in de old Faderland, 
For close English shut up all de seas 
Ven to shtarve us goot Shermans dey plan- 
ned. 


Ven de men und de poys vent avay 
For to fight for cIe goot Faderland, 
Den de vomans tnust vork all de day 
Mit a piece of plack bread in deir -hand. 
Dere's no meat nnw, nor butter at all, 
Shoost de tings ve can grow in de ground; 
Und already I'm getting so shmall, 
Dat mine dress vill gn twice times arounrl. 


All dat cash in de bank cIat ve haf, 
" en de Kaiser's men need it, de:v said, 
If dey takes efry cent cIat ve save, 
Schraps of baper dey gifs us instead. 
Rut I fool dose chaps Yonce, britty soon, 
For T put all de gold in a sack, 
Mit your yatch, uncI mine brooches und shpnon 
I n de garden I bury dem back. 
Yours yet, Katrina. 
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FRITZ LEARNS ABOUT CANADA 


V ot's de use for some beeples to blow, 
U nd to make some beeg fouls mit den1selves 
Ven already de tings dey don't know 
V ould soon fill all de book's on de shelves? 
Ven I'm ondt in de hospital yard, 
Cnd go unter de tree mit de rest, 
D<:n I 
hn10ke, und [ blay some more card 
Mit von chap from de Canada Vest. 


Dis here feller, his nan1e is Von Krink, 
U nd his fader frorn Shennany go, 
He vill tell n1e SOlne lies I don't tink, 
From de blace vere dose maple leafs grvw, 
Dat beeg fann of his dad's is so vide 
Dev tnu"ht drive all deir horse
 mit shteam, 
U nd -it take dem, to plow down de side, 
Von whole veek mit a buffalo team. 


1 T nd to cross dat beeg country, he say, 
Dey go five or six days on de train; 
Dey could shtick in von corner avay, 
De whole Faderland, England .und Spain, 
Dey haf rivers more beeg as de Rhine, 
l.! nd some forests as vide as de "ca, 
LTnd do
e veat fields, lnit homesteads Sù fine, 
D
v vill gif von for notting to me, 


V o1's dc use den ve fight, I don't know, 
For von shmal1 shtrip of land py de sea, 
For if dis feller tells rne vot's so, 
Den alre3.dy beeg fools ve must pe, 
Ven dis var viII get ofer, you bet, 
So dat me uncI Katrina can go, 
I viII get me von farm maype yet, 
From de blace vere dose maple leafs grow. 
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FRITZ CAN'T FURSHTAY 


Seems like son1eting go wrong l11it 1nine head 
Since de day Vèn I make de beeg fight, 
V nd n1ine heart gets so heafy like lead 
Ven I dries some more bieces to write 
Dot is vy I so seldom don't wrote 
'Bout some tings dat vill happen to me 
Since close shells, vot you call? .get mine goat, 
G nd I anI only von left out of tree, 


Dot Canadian feller, Von Krink, 
Ven I say, "nix furshtay" to his talk, 
He shoost tells me to take von more tink, 
Or already he'll knock off mine plo.ck. 
Ven 1 tells hin1 de tings dat he say 
I c;:u
't find dem in mine leetle book, 
Den he \Tarn me to not get too gay 
Rritty soon or he-'ll gif me de hook. 


nen he say dat de Kaiser's a chump, 
Und his yorks dey vos shlipping a cog, 
l'P'nd his crown vill get trowed in de dump, 
For he put de whole vorld on de hog; 
Dot us Shermans vos all off our base 
Unc1 already onr goose vos cooked prown; 
Dritty soon ourselves home ve can chase, 
U nd d<>n go avay back und sit down, 


V ('It he somedimes vould mean I don't know 
Yen he gifs me dis foolishness talk, 
If T ;{sk him he say, "Shoost go slow, 
"fine dear Fritz, yen you're oudt for a valk." 
Dot is not liJ.2e de English T shpoke, 
V ot I learn in de books T haf read, 
Den n() yunder mine heart is near proke: 
l;nd Yon Krink savs dere's veds in mine 
head. 
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FRITZ IS LEARNING 


Vile 1 vait in his huspital yard 
For dose holes in nlÌne back to fill up, 
Den mine brain it vould vork pritty hard, 
Like yon vagon dat climbs de hill up. 
Vill clis var soon get done, I don't know, 
So some nlore mine Katrina vill shn1ile, 
Vonce we tought ve vould vin long ago 
But ve're learning some tings, all de vile, 


Dere seerns millions of men mit de gun, 
Shoost like ants shwarming oudt of de hill. 
FrOln all ofer dis vorld dey haf run 
Us goot Shermans already to kill. 
Ve believed dat dem Prenèh vas no goot, 
Shonnie Bull ve vould shtarve in his isle, 
Ve vOould sink all his ships dat pring foodt, 
But ve're learning some tings all de vile. 


It will not pe so easy, I tink, 
Shonnie Bull to put down on de floor, 
For venefer his ships ve vill sink, 
Pritty soon he vas puilding some nlore, 
Dose beeg zepps, und dose unterseeboots 
Dat ve make mit de latest new shtyle; 
If dey don't always hit vot dey shoots, 
Ve must learn 
ome more tings all de vile, 


Ven already ve dak1es von 
hn1an town, 
Den ve lose him a couple of dimes, 
Shoost so soon von beeg hill ve goes down, 
Dere's anoder von up dat ve climbs, 
Some goot Shermans vos lifing to-day, 
I n dose drenches for five hundred mile, 
Ven dose English und French vin get gav 
Den ve sho\v dem some tings, a1I de vi]p. 
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FRITZ HEARS FROM THE KAISER 


Yaw, de Kaiser he write Ine von day, 
Shoost so soon he find oudt he get shtuck; 
First his letters dey come Init de dray, 
Now de're filling von beeg motor truck, 
Soon, already, I dells him vot's drue, 
Dat some tings don't look goot in dis fight, 
Den der Kaiser he feel britty plue, 
U nd like dis vay to me he vill write. 


"1Iine dear Fritz,-Since Yon Tirp has gone 
oudt, 
Dere's no von around here I can trust, 
So I vant you to dell n1e, old scãudt, 
Vill it pe de vorld power, or bust? 
Ven ve licked de Russ, English und French, 
Den de Dago und Portugee came, 
Seems de deeper ve dig in de trench 
De more fellers get into de gan1e, 


l\fine beeg armies dey soon melt avay, 
Like von shnow pank goes down mit de sun, 
Ve keep losing more men efry day, 
Und dose bapers say, "notting vas done," 
Dose new zeppelin ships vas a fake, 
Shoost de fraus und de kiddies dey get, 
Und de unterseebootens ve make, 
Like de fish dey get caught mit de net. 


Soon our foes take de sklin mit de fleece, 
So J vant you to hear vot dey say: 
If deir talk seems to listen like peace, 
Den you send me de vord right avay, 
Y C1W, n1ine Fritz, you must_dell me some tinç-s, 
Shoost so soon you get on to deir track, 
U nc1 de feller mine letter dat prings, 
Vill already your answer dake back." 


84 


0 ___ _______ 


D 



o 
il 


o
- 


o 


FRITZ ADVISES THE KAISER 


Minp dear Kaiser,-I'm telling you straight, 
Dat ve nefer can vin dis beeg fight, 
Dough de Faderland armies vas great, 
Dere is udders dat's greater, all right, 
Sho05t you make de goot beace britty soun, 
Right avay, or you notting haf got; 
Ven you sups nlit de teufel, de spoon 
ViII already, somedimes get too hot. 


Shoost cut oudt dat beeg strafe d.
t you nlake, 
Yen you can't n1Ït dose EnglishmaIls pull, 
U nd you say it \'as all a mistake, 
For you lufs your dear cousin, John Bull. 
Den you cheat dose fool English some rnore, 
Like for forty long years ve haf donE': 
Dey'l1 forget den dose treaties ve tore, 
U nd no nlore vill dey call us de Hun. 


You can fix tings Quite easy n1Ït France, 
Shoost you gif up de Alsace-Loraine, 
Den venefer ve see de goot chance 
Ve vill march in and take clem again; 
Den dere's Russia and Serbia too, 
Vill vant pay for de men dat ve kill; 
N ow I tells you tie ti ng da t you do 
You say Austria "ill settle deir bill. 


Dere's no trouble vill come from de Yanks, 
Since ve mix dem in Mexico up; 
V pn a feller get bit vonce, no tanks! 
He von't fool any more mit de pup; 
For de Belgians some tings must be done; 
So shoost bromise de m'onies to pay, 
Til1 ve get back dose blace in de sun, 
Den ve vink, uncI ve say, "nix furshtay." 
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FRITZ ADMITS IGNORANCE 


Dis old vorld is von uncertain blace, 
Dere is so many tings ve don't kno\\', 
Ven ve shtart oudt to travel de pace, 
Ve can't tell shoost how far ve vill go, 
Ve don't know, from de vay a Inan valks, 
How mooch rnoney dat felJer Inay get! 
Cnd dose chaps mit de very smooth talks 
1fay haf schemes in deir heads Inaype yet. 


Ven some lee tie birds shtand on a shtulnp, 
Ve don't know yet de first von to fly; 
Ve can't tell, from de paint on de pump, 
Shoost how soon de old vell vill run dry; 
Ve don't know vy de grass is so green, 
Nor vy all plue roses grow red, 
How de pod ?"et ouside of de bean, 
UncI de cabbages get de shwelled head. 


Ve don't know, ven de veather is dry, 
Britty soon if ve get some more rains, 
Vy dere's many a goot-Iooking guy 
In his he?d dat don't haf any brains; 
Vv de plack card vill alvays come thrump, 
Ven a hanclful of red vons ve hold, 
N or how far can von leedle flea yump 
Nor vy mud-turtles nefer get old. 


III dose car, yen Vp go for a ride, 
Ve can't tell yen dere's someting vill bust, 
UncI ourselves ve '}o often haf lied, 
Ve don't know any feller to trust; 
Ve can't tell yet de end of dis schrap, 
Ve may get, ven de fighting is done, 
Some varm country, not marked on de map 
Dat's rrlOre hot dan a blace in de snn. 
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FRITZ ON THE ENGLISH 


Ven I fights IllÌt duse EnglishIuan::) yet, 
Den: va::) tings vy 1 neter can't see, 
U nd dis titne 1 nl certain, you bet! 
Either dey must pe crazy or Ille, 
Dcy vill bay von beeg price tor a king, 
.Hut as soon as he put on his crown, 
ü nd vould try tu pe duing sutne ting, 
Dey say,-"Go avay pack und sit down." 


Ven dey get all dose blace in de sun, 
U nd de blaces \' ere gruws de beeg trees, 
Ven already de hard vurk i::) done, 
Den John Bull say,-"Shoust go as yuu 
b!ease." 
If in Dublin a feller rebels, 
Britty soon on a rope he \
il1 shwing, 
But go free, so mine newsbaper tells, 
If in Ulster he do de same ting, 


J ollnnie Bull prings hi::) pread uncI his Bleat 
From de ends of de vorld far avay, 
Vile de lands vere he ought to grow veat, 
Denl's de blaces de pheasants will shtay, 
Ven he say dat he nefer viII fight, 
Bl1t vill shtick Init his york und his blay 
Dat vas lies he vas telling all right, 
For he fight -like cIe teufel to-day, 


UncI dose beeples dat nefer had vorked, 
AU dose soft-handed ladies und shwells, 
Und de fellers dat always had shirked, 
Haf got busy now making de shells. 
If ve're brisoners, vounded or sick, 
Shoost so soon ve fall into deir hand, 
Den dey doctor und feed us oop shlick; 
n('se are ting
 dat I can't understand, 
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WHEN WILL IT END 


N oveluber, 1916 
Van Krink tells Fritz when the War "vill end, 


V en you tinks dis beeg var vill get done? 
(Dat's de ting you hear efryone say,) 
Bntty soon viII dey lay down de gun, 
So I home Init Katrina can shtay? 
Vell, I tells you nIine friends, vot I tink, 
Dat de Kaiser don't k"now, nor de Czar, 
So I shpeak mit dat feller, Van Krink, 
Shoost how soon ve can settle dis yar. 


"Ve vill not sh top de fight," said Von Kri nk 
"Till de Kaiser climbs do\\"n frutn his throne 
All dot \Vilhelrrlstrasse bunch, I don't tink, 
Haf deir backs Initout nlOSS ofergrown. 
Ve vill take back de Heligoland, 
U nd dose Krupp yorks to bieces yill sIllnash, 
Ve vill shpoil all dose profits so grand, 
Und 
Iiss Bertha can cook her o\\"n hash." 


"P nd dose blaces vay out in de sun, 
Vere de Kaiser sue h goot n10ney shpend ", 
John Bull yill shoost tink it fine fun 
To cliyide dem around nlit his friends, 
Ve yill take all de Kaiser's beeg ships, 
Ve viII make free de I{iel canal 
l}nd de Shermans tnust pas" oudt de chips 
Ven dey lose de beeg jack-pot next fall. 


"Den berhaps if dey're getting too gay, 
Ve vill nang dem a couple of times; 
Dat alreadv might be de best way, 
For to séttle dose subn1arine criines. 
'T e!1 ve get all dose leet Ie chores done, 
lTnd "orne n10re ve can't tink ' about yet, 
V p vill hang up de sword und de gun, 
Rut not yon minute sooner, you bpt!" 
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THE KAISER AGAIN CONSULTS FRITZ 


Ivline dear Fritz,- Your ad,'ice yen [ take, 
Und I try dot goat beace talk to shtart f 
Dèn dose fellers all call it a fake, 
For dey say it don't come frotn mine heart; 
Vat's de ting to do next, I don't know, 
Mit dose bull-headed English und French, 
Dey shoost tink dey're de whole of de shovv 
Since they pounded us oudt of some trench, 


Dey are licking us now britty fast, 
Like I nefer could tink dey vill do, 

fit beeg guns dey now haf us out-classed, 
Und mit airships und teufel tanks too 
Ve m,ust all de hard hatnn1ering take 
For dose Bulgars und Turks vas no goot, 
Seems like now von beeg blunder ve make 
-end de gatne ve haf not undershtoodt. 


Ven ve tink ye vill get some Inore oil, 
Cnd de oats, und potatoe"" and meat, 
'\11 dose tings de Roumanians shpoil 
Shoo
t so soon as ve make den1 rcdrcat; 
UncI nline shlack brudd{
r, Tino of Greece! 
He gets batted all oft'r der ground, 
V cn he shtrikes he goes oudt on first base, 
Und makes nefer ,Ie run all around. 


Britty soon, Fritz, ve someting must do, 
Or cdready ve all viII be killed, 
For close English haf put on de screw 
U nd our stomachs are nefer hal f filled. 
Vat you tink of dis plan, mine dear Frití', 
Tn tuine head dat already I get, 
Da t I take back again Von Tirpitz, 
Und Herr Teufel in partnership yet? 
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FRITZ WARNS THE KAISER 


.
Iine dear K.ai...er,-Dose tings vas a fake, 
Ven you shtart oop dat untersea show 
'IT nd already a p3.rdnership tnake 
1,fit Von Tirpitz, Von Teufel and Co. 
Ven de try dis same game vonce pefore, 
Soor. ve lose all dose subs dat ve had, 
Pnd dis time ve "ill lose dem some more, 
For now cven dose Yanks haf got mad. 


Some ad'Tice I vould give to you yet, 
(I t vill shoost takc a Ininute or two,) 
Call dose subs all in oudt of de vet, 
Dat's already de best ting to do. 
Yon may tink dat old Fritz is a fool, 
U nd haf maype some axes to grind, 
nut dose tings dat he learned oudt of school, 
Dey vi]] pring de iInprovement of mind, 


Since dat day I vas brisoner took, 
U nd I hafn't got notting to do, 
Den I read all dose bapers und book, 
Und write maybe a letter or two, 
Dere's son1e tings I already find oudt 
Dat de Faderland bapers von't tell, 
How dose Engli"h, like lee tIe Hans Shtout, 
Haf de pussy cat puIl
d from de veIl. 


All dose English must half deir own vay, 
U nd so soon as deir foes dey vill shInash, 
Like Napoleon dey ship dem avay 
Or like Thebaw or Arabi Pash; 
So I tells you, n1ine Kaiser, bevare, 
Or you gets yourself soon in a fix, 
Saint Helena's old rock is still dcre 
For rle fel1er dat loses de tricks, 
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FRITZ GOES FARMING 


May, 1918 


Mine Katrina,-So long since I write, 
You viII tink I am dead maybe yet; 
If I never come back frOlTI dis fight, 
Den some udder old feller you get, 
Vell I tells you de reason, mine frau, 
V y already mine letters vill sh top, 
V en John Bull soon finds ouch I can plow 
Den he vant tne to put in de crop, 


In de vorld if dere's not enough veat, 
For to make all de beeples smne pread, 
Den de poor vill gei' notting to eat, 
Und dey all viII go britty soon dead, 
So John gull some potatoes vill sow, 
Vere dose r3.bbits und pheasants haf stayed, 
Und de veat, oats uncI barley vill grow 
Vere de tennis und cricket vas blayed, 


To pe oudt on de land it seelns good, 
Vere dose onions and cabbages grow, 
Vere de pigs fall ashleep in de mud 
Unci de ducks in de vater viII go; 
But I vork so hard now efry day, 
Und I gets so beeg tired py night, 
To dose friends dat I luf far avay 
Den I hafn't no courage to write. 


I shoost vork, und I shleep, uncI I eat, 
So I hafn't much news for to send; 
You vould hear of cIe Sherman redreat, 
Vell I hopes dis beeg var vill soon encl. 
All mine troubles I hardly can't bear, 
How is tings in rle Faderland now? 
If ve lose yet, or vin, I don't care, 
So I only get back to tnine frau. 
Yours ever. 
Fritz, 
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